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76 3 O U N. G Arabella, mamma's care, 
an 79 I. And ripe to be a bride, 
"94 Had charms a monarch might enſaare, 
85 But beauty mixt with pride. 
86 B t ſtill to blaſt that happiness. 
- Her pride each lover coobd, TORT 
"IM 107 The number of her ſlaves was le 
117 And leſs the tyrant rul'd, So. 
120 II. 5 
147 Ker ſiſter Charlotte, tho' not bleſs d, 
14% With beauty 's potent ſpell, 


he virtues of the mind poſfeſd, Ros "TY 5 
And bore away the bell ; i 
8 Knights 


5 CRC = 
Knights, earls and dukes, like ſummer flies, | 
Around the maiden flew, | 


They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand liess, Is he 
As men are apt to 8 Qu 
. | Or el! 

F and Celadon addreſs'd the fair, WI 
Reſolv'd no time to loſe, : No, h 

A youth with ſuch a ſhape and air, Th 
What female cou'd refuſe ? 7 Oer t 
Like all the reſt he own'd his flame, 5 Ane 


His artleſs flame alone, 

The bluſhing maid confeſs d the ſn; 
Ihe prieſt ſoon made em one. 
=. 8 Arabella, vex d to find, 
 - Her ſiſter made a wife, 
= Pretends to rail at all mankind, 
And praiſe a ſingle life; 
Lee virgins, Charlotte's plan purſue 
= Shun Arabella's fate, 

5 8030 the man that's worthy you 

Before it is too late. 


J Oo CK E V. Sung by | Mr, Vemon. 3 
'$ Jockey was 9 the meadows ſo gay, 
5 So blithe and ſo bonny bis air, 

He met with a laſs who was going his way, 
HNHer face all ſo clouded with care; 5 4 
| He aſk'd her what made her ſo moping and fad, 4 The 
I was pity if. the were in pain, £ 

$he figh'd J have loft the verieſt beſt lad, _ 
"263 never ſha} ſee on again, Te. 1277 Nd. 


ue 
I Ll 


1 30 : 
3 
Is he gone to the wars for full many a year, 
Quoth Jockey, who troubles you ſo ? 
Or elſe where on earth he can never appear, 
Where you and | ſurely muſt go? 
No, he's fled (the reply'd) with another fond ſhe, 
- Tho' to me he was plighted for aye, 
0 er the mountains he's gone with another from me, 


And therefore 1 cannot be gay. 


III. 
1 that's all, quoth Jockey, your wallngy give oer, 
He's a loon who's not worth your care, 
Let him go, ſince hes chang'd, be you wretched 


ad 


Nor think of a falſe-hearted ſwain; [no more, 


Bur take if you will, for the lad of your heart, 
' Whom fortune has thrown in your way, 
w ſoothe all your grief, and JI baniſh your art, 


4 Here I in ready to do as | ſay. 
TY, 


: Then he wip'd her bright eyes, and he ſung, her "1 1 


Her face look d no longer deſpair, [a ſong 
He whiſper'd of love, as they faunter'd along; 
And ſhe thought him a lad worth her care; 


' She ſmil d and grew pleas'd, late a 88 to joy, 


gays 2 1 And Jockey perceiving has kind, 


do he drove the falſe loon from her mind. 
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Bs © aps of yore, when on the plain. 
f n Mab with all her fairy ein 7 EIT 
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lore preſſing was grown, and the laſs was leſs cop, 2 


FS | In 
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In Hortive ganibols took delight, &c. 
By 1 borrow'd ſilver light, 
If e's! our grandames did amils, Ec. 
The | puniſhmer:*, ye fair, was this. 
= 2 yp, 
Was lady Mary ever known, 
To toy with Celadonr alone, 
Did avarice her boſo fill, 
With pafſions ſtrong 101 dear Quadrille, 
Or did her heart for dancing beat, 
Then bliſter d were her _ and feet. 
* II 
If once too ſmall her ruff ſhe \ wore, 
Fer petticoat too ſhort before, 
Or if to catch the gazer's ſight, 
She us'd the arts of red and white, 
The little ſpightful pigmy crew, 
: Were ſure to pinch. her black and blue. 
| WV. 
| No more ſuch rigid 4070 we fix, 
The Britith daines of ſixty fix, 
Are not afraid of prying elves, 


They know no guardians but themſelves: 


The tell- tale race at length ſubdu'd, 
| Hear | me, nor think the leſſon rude. 
V. 
Since preſen times are juſt as bad, 
And ev'ry one is plealure mad ; 
This method I ſhould think the beſt, 
To keep a fairy in your breaſt, 
Who ne'er for trifles ſhou'd make war, 
But when you chance to go too far. 


do mac 


And 


Let lad 
But 
When 


The 
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ö W HEN firſt I gaz'd on Kitty's face, 
5 felt loves powerful art, 
From vein to vein it trickling ran, 
And center'd in my heart; 
I told my grief in baſhful guiſe, 
_ Said all that lovers ſay, | 
$od while ſhe liſten'd to my tale, 
' , She ſtole my heart — 6 Sc. 
1 vain I ſum mon- d reaſon's aid, 
Philotophy was vain, | 
Oh! give me back | ſigh d and ſaid, 
My conſtant heart again; 
The beauteous tyrant made reply, 
Be this to lovers known, 
5 the conqueſt I'Il reſign, 
III render up my own. 
III. 
ber at the ſweet exchange, 
I cry'd let that be done, 
o made a point at once to wed, 
| | And j Join two hearts in one ; 
2 Let lads and laſſes ne'er deſpiſe, 
But boaſt their ſenſe and wit, 5 
1 When love each tender breaſt invades 
3 Thediffrence thus to ſplit. | 


B 3 


1 
1 
LC” 
[ 1 5 PF... 
[ * 
, „ 
2 
4 


46% 
The PET ITI ON Anſwered, 80 p. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. One 
TORTHWARD as the Dane extends his ſway, But ur 
Where the Sun glances but a ſloping ray. | cc 
Beneath the thicket of a ſhady grove, ty lat 
_ Cleonius petitioned thus to Jove As 


Where ſhall Jove a fair one find 

With every beauty grac'd. 

| With every, Cc. 

To pleaſe a fond deſiring mind, 

And ſuit an amorous taſte. 

Indulgent Joye, the ſwain's petition heard, 

And thus in ſtrains harmonious anſwer made; 
If you wou'd with beauty meet, 
Love deſiring ſparkling wit, 

If you wou'd, &c. 

To Britain's happy iſle remove 

The ſeat of beauty and of love. 

To Britains, Se. 


= Sung by Mils Breat at Vaurhall Gardens 
. J. 
Other day as 1 lat in a ſycamore ſhade, raloog # 
You ng Damon came whiſtling, came whiltlng 
I rembled, 1 bluſk'd, a poor innocent maid, f 
And my heart caper' d up, caper'd up to my tongue 
Heart, I cry d, fie, what a flutter is here, 1 
Young Damon defl igns you no ill, 
. Young Damon, He. . 
Shepherds fo civil you've nothing to fear, 
Then prithee, fond web, lie ſtill, lie ſtill. 
Tan e . 


. 


=. 
9. FE Damon drew near and knelt down at my feet, 
One kiſs he demanded, no more, 
ſway, Bur urg'd the (oft prefſure, with ardor ſo ſweet, 
ay. cou'd not deny him a ſcore- 
1 b y lambkins I've kiſs d, and no change ever found 
As often we play d on the hill, 
But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop round; 
| Nor wou'd the fond urchia lie ſtill. 
III. 
When flames the bright ſun, to the ſycamore ſhade, 
* For ſhelter Vai ſure to repair, 
, *h virgins, in faith I'm no longer afraid, 
+ Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there; 
. t ev'ry fond kiſs, that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will. 
Ther s ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 
III die ere I bid it lie Al. 1 


R LAU SH. „ Yamin 
| at Vauxhall- Gardens. „ 
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ns. = 
ONCE pleaſure's i in faſhion, and life s but ajeſt, 
"along. 9 In ſpight of misfortune's I'll laugh with the belt. 


Let the dull who repute it a weak neſs to ſmile, 

Arraign my opinion, my morals revile, | 

While I know that my boſom i is free from a flaw, 

* 55185 c. l 

In keep up the Chorus of ha, ha, ha! ha, ha, 
ha ha, ha, ha! | | 


withing 


ongue 


Deer | 


0 8) 0 
I. an a 


Determin'd to ap oer the bar of controul, Tho 
No rivet ſhall tye up my freedom of ſoul, : en 
If care or ill-nature ſhou'd come in my reach, Wh. 


And foaming with rage like a methodiſt preach; \ 

While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, ö 

III trip up their heels, and cry ha, ha, ha, > 

Tm 

To be happy, PII laugh as the minutes His: | 

Mirth, play thou the fiddle, I warrant Tl dance ; 

But ſweeter the muſic with or the air, 

If Lenz my ſweet temper'd Lucy be there; 

She knowing my boſom quite free from a flaw, 

8 il. join the ſweet tune of love's ha, ha, ha, ha 
wo IV. 

Ie laugh thro” the FORTY in defiance of Arife, | 

Fer laughter's an oil to the ſallad of life; 

It makes daddy time, as he paſſes in haſte, 
Look over his thoulder, and long for a taſte; 

Then, friends, while your boſom's are free from? 

Swell round the gay Chorus of ha, ha, ha, ha! fla, 


8 o N G. 


APPIEST of the fair creation, 
Are the rural nymph and ſwain, 

Who content with humble ſtation, 

Seek no joy beyond ie plain. 


Happieſt, Se. 


Can! 


+ Toll domeſtic be my part, 


OM 4 


[flaw, 


F''*: 
Fg 
45% 


Can 


I atch the fleeting delights as they pals, 


(9-7 
II. 
; Car a lord ſuch charms diſcover, 
_ Tho' with ſtar and garter dreſt, 
As, on ſunday, grace my lover, 
When the nolegay's in his breaſt. 
III. 
| Whit a tale of love I'm ſinging, 
 Ofer my cleanly milking- pail; 
Cours all around me ſpringing, 
Syweetly paint the Ne vale. 


+ 


CC my love, o'er hill 404 mountain, 
Pree as air we'll gayly rove, 

Cool our thirſt by chryſtal fountain, 1 

Reſt ourlimbs in ſhady po... _ 

V i 


\ 


| Thou ſhalt tend thy flock wih pleaſure ; 


2M 'hile | boaſt an empire“ 8 treaſure 1 * 
4 In my lovely n 8 heart. 


; 8 0 N 5s 

3 HILE pring ſheds his odours —_ 
1 And the ſeaſon is youthful and gay, 
While ſpring is youthful and gay, 

While the groves with ſoft muſic reſound, 
Time as he haſtens away, &c. 


To theſe happy manſions reſort, Ec. 
Lire and love while you can, while you can, 
| Fo or alas! can life be too ſweet when "ws ſhort, Sc. | 


Old 


( 10 ) 
Old age like winter draws near, 
His locks hoary froſted with grey, 
He lavs his cold hand on the year, 


— ä—ã— —— — 


— 2 2 — —— — 


„ . nn I I 


And all its bright bloſſoms decay, c. 
| DE L IA, a PASTORAL. Sung by Mr. Vernon. A ha 
1 A ben fi 
[ | — E gentle Rene with graceful pride, Shall 
j Her gloſſey plumage leaves; ; EE 
| And failing down the filver tide, "nl "hy FF 

c Divides the whiſp'ring waves, Sc. 3 

| The ſilver tide that wand'ring flows, A N it 
Sweet to the bird muſt be; „14 
But not ſo ſweet blithe Cupid knows A mor! 
As Delia is to me, Wc. x 5 At ne 


= A parent bird in plaintive mood, 
1 On yonder fruit-tree ſung. 
And ſtill the pendant neſt the view'd 
T.uhhat held her callow young; 
Tho' dear to her maternal heart, 
'The genial brood muſt be ; 
They re not ſo dear che choulandeh part, 
As Delia i is to me. 


III. 
The roſes that my brow ſurround, : 
Were natives of the dale, : But blef 
| Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, i 


. Before their hue grew pale; 
My vital bloom wou'd thus be froze, 
| if luckleſs torn from thee, 
For what the root is to the roſe, 
My Del! is to me. 3 | 


non. - 
Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 


1315 
IV. 


Two doves I found like new-fall'n ſnow, 


So white the beauteous pair; 


P The birds to Delia 1'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair; 


May they of our connubial love, 
A happy omen be; _ 


Shall Delia ſhare with me. 


C P F E C 110 N. Sung by Mrs. WeichſeB. 


In autumn hills I love, 
8 morn, the flow'ry plains, 
At noon the ſhady grove, &c. 


1 N ſpring the verdant fields, 


1 But Collin's ever dear, 
When forc'd from Collin's fight ; ; 


Nor flow'ry plains at morn, 
Nor groves at noon delight, &c. 


like autumn, ripe his bloom, 


Let mild as breath of May; 
More bright than beams of noon, 
. Vet freſh as early day, 

| 1 'en ſpring may winter prove 
When Collin ſhines not here; 


| But bleſt with him and love, 
| "Tis ſummer all the year, &c. 


SONG 


Soft ſte aling o'er yon eaſtern ſky, Ac. 


Or heard the lark high rais'd in air, 


Or liſten'd while ſome ftream along 


Then happy thou haſt ſeen my love. 


(1) 
84 haſt thou ſeen the ſnow - drop cold, 
lts maiden whiteneſs firſt unfold? 
Or ſeen at morn the crimſon dye, 


By that my fair one's ſpotleſs mind, 
By this her face is beſt defin'd, &c. 
Theſe charms let faney's aid improve, 


Haſt thou e'er heard, on vonder ſpray 
The linnet wake her tuneful lay, 


Pour his glad note into the ear, 


Sweet Philomela tun'd her ſong, 7 ] 
Or ſwell'd it thro' the ſilent grove, 147 
Then happy thou haſt _ my love. Wy hea 
Say, did the muſk-roſe e'er diſpenſe 4 ah 
Its fragrance to thy raviſh'd ſenſe, re 
Or ſay what time the joyful earth - I 5 
Calls forth a- freſn, each fruit to birth? 1 h! Lr 
Say, did the nect rine then er feaſt That 
With baimy ſweets thy raptur'd taſte ? No. koi 
Then may'ſt thou gueſs, but never prove ng 
How ſweet the lip of her I love. A 75 he 


SON 


(13. 
$ONG. Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


17 HO love has never try'd, 
Nor Cupid made his guide; ; 
Ne er made a happy flight, 
Fo the palace of delight; 
| Joy are honour, wealth, 

reſh youth and roſy health, 
Bone no tribute brings; ; 
heſe are vain unmeaning things ; "T 
Then lovers perſevere, _ 
Sti | tender, {till ſincere ; 
"Time aiding love will do wonders, 
Tf the heart be true. 
I ben lovers e Tc. 


» 


{LOVE AND RESENTMENT. 
1 Sung by Miſs Brent. 


N H v. Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vag 
5 My firm reſolves to move? 

1 heart, alas! may feel the pain, 

But ſcorns the guilt of love, Oc. 


Yrfdious too, like all the reſt, 
Is faithleſs Damon grown? 
UA can'ft thou ſeek to wound the breaſt 
That pants for thee alone? 


Xo, for a thought ſo meanly baſe, 
is Joe thou ſhalt i 5nd 
5 The heart that cou'd admire thy face, 
| Can hate thee for thy mind, Oc. | 5 
8 The 


O * * 2 
* 
78 
L, 
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The INVITATION. Sung by Mr. ve 

5 4 5 no he 
XE ladies who drive from the ſmoak oft 
I So whimfical frolic and gay, &c. [tou 3 Ar 
Le neat country laſſes in clean linen gown, & a 
As blithe and as pretty as they, c. * . 25 
Here Faunus invites pleaſutre's paths to explore, _—_ 


And care, on his crutches has limp'd, has limp! wiſh'd | 


from the door. Thee 

3 OR Wh 
Here Zephyr's light pinions waft odours around She ve 
Selected from valley and hill, c. [groun 4 


The God of the wood-lands has hallow'd 11e _ 
Auch health is a tenant at will, Fc. P 
No lilly or roſe in the ſoil need appear, 2 | F 
So freſhly they bloom in the cheeks the cheeks Pier 99 
No lilly or roſe in the ſoil need appear, [the fai * a 
80 freſhly, ſo freſhly, they bloom in the cheeks 90 O 1Cner 


"the fair. 1 
FF 
Here ſweetly the muſes in harmony join, And Phi 

* To chear the briſk lad and his laſs, &c. This ant 
Nou free hearted topers exult in their wine, And 110 
And kiſs the ſweer lip of the glals, &c. 1 
Then banith exceſs, which alone can deſtroy 4 reli) 
Theſe innocent pleaſures, which Britons enjoy. IS fear 
Then baniſh exceſs, which alone can deſtroy mh 


"Theſe innocent pleaſures, which Britons, hid ggg ne 


Britons enjoy. 


0 
rnor The SHEPHERD: ARTIFICE 


oft: 
INT 
N, 


1 ö 
er never poor ſhepherd was tortur'd like me, | 
From morning till night ] could never be free, 

The charms of young Phillis ſo ran in my head, 

I wiſh'd the was mine or I with'd fel dead. 


The charms, Ec. 


xplore 
; limp 


II. 
-oung Whenever I ſaw her, and told her my caſe, 
91 our She gave me a frown, or ſhe laugh'd in my face; 
0 U Jet ſtill I ador'd her, and call'd her my wife, 
"My patſion was fixt, os end but with life. 
5 1 Þund all the offers I made her of love, 
he fai „Produced no effect, nor affection could mo ve 

So ſchem'd a contrivance her paſſion to try, 

And oy reſolved to conquer ot die. 

8 | 

Tos as ſpread found the village, U courted young Prue, 
And Phillis had left, her own ſchemes to purſue ; 
This anſwer'd my withes, ſhe ſoon prov'd more kind, 
Al vow'd to be true, if I'd not * my mind. 


eeks « 


So, 


5 Is ch'd the occaſion, and ſent for a prieſt, 
4 For fear ſhe ſhould : alter, | thought it the beſt ; 


4 


Fe m hence learn, ye virgins, be bleſt if you can, 
at q never refuſe the ſincere honelt 1 Wan; | 


whit! 


( 5 


8 * * E R. + MG 

7 1 5 ry, 
O W gay far 8 ripen 0 Woo * What 
N Frolicks where the winter trown'd 3 Lender 
SIP. upon the banks of broom, _ 8 # But ſt 
We command the pioſpect round, 1 vou 1 
| Nature in the landſcape yields, 12 | cave 

Humble dales and mountains bold. 1 
Humble, HG. 4 told 
Meadows, woodlands, heaths, and belds, 75 dm 
Vellow'd o'er with waving gold. Aud | we 
| Yellow'd, Wh. | That 
| II. | Love 
Linnets on the crowded ſpray nd wh 

Chorus. and the wood-larks riſe ; I 
Soaring with a ſong of praiſe, | Fo | 
Till their warblings reach the ſkies : re f 
Painted gardens, grots and groves, No k 


Intermingling ſhade with light; 
Lengthen's Viſta's green alcoves, 


Join to give the foul delight. T 
LET ME ALONE 55 
NNE 1. | |: F gi. 
1 AS T week | in the grove, | | '1 Met 
met with my love, LE 9 he's 
Who haſtily bid me begone ; ; | Nor lon 
Who, Tc. . N 


1 afk'd for a kiſs, 7 
She took it amiſs, 
Her anſwer was let me alone. 


i aſk'd, Se. 8 5 


6 * 


Fye, 


"rely (17-3 ; 

5 . 

th 'Fye, fye, Phillis, fve 

4 What makes you ſo 0. = 
Fpoſwer'd | in paſſiopate tone; 
4 # But {11} ſhe repiy'd 

5 vou muſt be deny'd, 

9 d icave me and let me alone. 


III. 


1 told her for life, 

** ]'d make her my wife. 

And {wear to be true o'er and o'er ; 
That I'd virtue and youth, 

is Love, honour, and truth ; 

I pod what could the wiſh to have more ? 

4 es IV. 


a Fare falſe nine in ten, 

: E never reflected *rill now: 

No longer purſue, 

hut ceale to ſubdue, 

ma ſhall not deceive me I vow. 
If that's your intent, 

I give my conſent, | 
She cry'd to the prieſt let's be gone ; ; 
1 led her away, 

She's happy and gay, 

Lor longer cries, let me : alone. 


C 3 


5 


Pe 


E 


C18 3 


The INVITATION 


— 


. 


H Y Colin muſt your Laura mourn? 
Or longer wait your wiſh' 8 return, 


Or longer, Cc. | 
O quickly come and bring with thee 
| Glad joy to all. but love for me; 
Glad joy, Wc. ; | 
TH 
No more the tenants of the grove, 
In concert tune their tales of love ; 
And nature ceaſes to be gay, 
When e'er my ſhepherd keeps away. 
SHE, 
No lnger fly the peaceſul ade,” 


But hafte to meet your conſtant maid ; 


O quickly come, and bring with thee, 
Glad joy to all, but love for me. 


SHE WAS NOT WILLING. 


E T' mifers hug their darling ſtore, 
And kiſs each guinea o er and oer, 


Pm richer with a ſhilling, & 
It brings me out to chearfu] air, 
To meet my lovely cruel fair, 
O that ſhe was but willing, Ge. 
© RE 
To make her fuck: I point to groves, 
Ang bid Ber mark the heart- ſi ck doves, 


# 


4 
CX 


— { 


| How 
F * al] 
Tor oh 

0 LOT 


7 ze ſh 
ill le 
I Unl, 
And fe 
Will 
Ah 


ut oh 
Kepler 

Her 
Nor v 


14 * 


3 Sho 


—— 


43 J ſing 
5 22 O 
Wh 
SU tg 
30 H 


Neg 


'F 
- 


| R. 1 
Hithe 


tov h 


8 (19) 
How ſweetly they are billing z 
6 . all in vain (as yet) my art, 
Tor oh! I feel zcrofs my heart, 
© love's god his poiſen ſpit ling. 
. | | 
The + frevinn that flow like my ſad eye, 
Wilt leave at laſt their channels dry, 
Unleſs the ſprings are filling; 
And ſofteſt rain, on hardeſt ſtone, 
WII! wear (tho' drops) full one by on 
1 A ho! e by conſtant drilling. 
55 e 
But oh! my ſprings will ne'er agaia 
© Repleniſh but with freſher pain, 
Her frowns are ſtill fo killing; ; 
3 Nor will my tears her marble pierce, 
bo' conſtant drops bedew my verſe, 
From eyes like Limbeck's flog, 
: V. 
I ſung the ſong, (it pleas'd! her too) 
— Dow Sue loves 1, and I love Sue. 
| 1 While neighbours griſt was milling ; 
Z Du tg lb was vain if you mult know, 
So Þrefolv'd to jet! ner go. 
9 Bechuſe i ie was not willing. 


"7 8 1 fl y * 1 — 
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LOVE AVP WINE, a Ca xv TATA. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 


1 60 ONE, dull care, without delay, 
To gloomy deſarts haſte away. 
Hitker haſte ye ſons of pleaſure, _ 
toy here knows na bounds nor meaſure. 


word 
wo. 
or 


Panith 


x 
g 
4 
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(200 
Paniſh care and d:owly thinking, 


Now's the reign of love and drinking 


Care and ſorrow's toil and trouble, 


And the world, an empty bubble; 


While thus the jolly god invites 


The neighb'ring ſwains to his deliglits 
Cupid receives the gath'ring throng, 


And as they nimbly haſte along, 
Bacchus again reſumes his ſong. 
is wine and women life employ, 


| Women and wine are our ſole joy; 
We're hither ſent to drink and love 
| Theſe are the bleſſings from ne | 


Were hither, Cc. 
{Tis wine and women, (7c. 


S8 O N G. 


I. N 
Y my . vou ma v Shar 


What tof: wiſhes touch my heart. 


You may, Oc. 
5 es can ſpeak and tell the lover 


What the tongue mult not impart, Ec. 


Bl vſhing thame torbids revealing, 


1 houghts your breaſt may ditapprove, 


But 'ris hard and paſt concealing, | 
hen we truly, fondly love. 
By niy, fc, 


val 


wo 


Capel Stret 
Will yo! 


Can ab! C 


"an you 


| 0) behol 


Turn 2 


Let ſoft P 


Eaſe 
Cruel, n 

Frenz) 
See, he ti 


See, h 


Civ 


on 
The Dt 
The for 
Come < 
Your {r 
When 1 
: Vil 0 
© com. 
Then 


(21) 
3 „„ 
wel Strephon, will you leave me, 
Will you prove yourſelf forſworn, Ge. 
| Can ah! can you thus deceive me, 
Can you treat my love with ſcorn, Fc. 
| 0! behold your Chjoe pleading, 
Turn and ſee your once lov maid ; 
Let ſoft pity 1ntercecding, 
Eaſe a heart your vows betray 'd. 
Cruet, muſt J hopelets pine: and anguiſh, 
Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd rain, 
See, he triumphs in my anguiſh, 
See, he glories in my pain. 
i Cruel, Wc | 
| S O NG. 
1 © ME” Colin, pride of ruial ſwains, 
O come and bleſs thy native plains, Se. 
The Daißes ſpring, the Beeches bud. 
The ſongſters warble in the wood, c. 
Come Colin haſte, O haſte away, 
Your ſmiles will make the vill-ge gay; 
When you return, the vernai breeze 
Will wake the bids and in the trees. 
e come, and ſce the VI jolets ipring 3 . 
The meadows laugh, the Linnets ſing ; 
1 [Our eres gur joyleſs hearts can carer, 
© hat te, and make us happy here. 
3 . 
A H why ſhould love with tyrant 0p 
3. Opprefs each youthful heart; 
Ah ! why ſhould love oppreſs, Sc. 
; Auſt alchis rigid laws obey, 
? Nut all his laws obey, 
And feel his pointed dart, &c. 


(SE ) 

On reaſon's aid in vain we call, Sc. 
To break the galling chain; 

The potent god diſdains it all, | 
And triumphs j in our pain, &c. Sc. 


BA * L A D. | Sung by Mr. Vernon | at |S 
Vauxhall- Gardens. f 


BY the fy- lark awak'd t to the ſweets of th 


morn;....-: 0 con 
From the bud of the roſe to the Nee N % When 


Thro' the ſes, the meadows, the vallies | ſtray, * 


And all nature looks warmly to welcome the May. , 
| II. . 

All, all except Jane. the fair plague of my heart, E. 8 
Inſenſible ſhe ! both to nature and m1: 
In vain chaunt the warblers of ev' ry green ſpray, wa 
F or each month is as welcome to Jenny as Dy: Joy e 
| | II. | 

| Griet 


In vain of the ſoficr ideas 1 preach, 
In vain would | lefſons of harmony teach; 
She heeds not thruſh, linnet, or nightingaie 'slay, p The 3 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. = 


IV. 'T E 
fk vain do the ſhepherds and milkmaids advance, 


In vain is the ſong, the pipe, tabor, and dance; Returns 
In vain are the fields all enamell'd and gay, | Ton 
For each m :onth is as welcome io Jenoy as May.“ The ten 

But! 
What pity a gem of boch 10 fire ſhould be ndl fie 
Fncutted with pride, 1o ſo vile a degree! E 2 


0 lore! let her feel what I ſuffer one 14 5 8 
Ere ſhe finds i it ioo late to welcome the Wy: 71 . 


q C23), 
Harp? HOURS, Sung by Mifs Davies 


at Ma bone. Ga deni. 5 


A PP V hours all haurs ling. | 
When retir'd from croud and noiſe, 
E is that ſilent dwelling, 
"0 File with ſelf poſſeſſing joys. 
Happy's that contented creature, 
Who with feweſt things i is pleas'd, 
And conſults the voice of nature, 


ern When of roving fancy eas'd, 
ſtray, 


Mar. By ry paſſion wiſely moving, 
juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale, 

. ry ſtate of life 1 improving, 
That no anxious thoughts prevail, 
Happy man who thus poſſeſſes, | 

iv. Lite with ſome companion dear, 

| . imparced till increaſes, 
Griets when told ſoon diſappear, 


* The B I R D, Sung by Mr. Rawonre, at Mary 


an | bone-Gardeas. 


1 HE Bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 
And flies abroad for food, 

ce; [Kerurns impatient thro' the Sey. 

I To nurſe the callow brood: 

wy. he tender mother knows no joy, 

8 But bodes a thouſand harms, 

ind fickens for the darling boy, 


2 WW Bile abſent from ber Arms. Fn, 
"Y 18 2 © Zoch 
** AA a 


var 
- 


_ Fil 
APP 1 | |: 


40 

Such ſondneſs with i impatience join'd, 
My laithful boſom fires, 

Now forc'd to leave my fair beh! nd, 
The Queen of my deſires, 

The powers of verſe too languid, prove 
All fiaultes are vain, 

To ches how ardently I love, 

Or © relieve my pain. 


| The Saint with fervent Zeal inſpir'd, 
For Heaven and joy divine, 
The Saint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure more warm than mine, 
I take what liberty I dare, 
"T'were iimpious to ſay more, 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
> The Senden Ladore. 


G ardens. 


Buſy humble Bee am 1 
That range the garden ſunny, 
From flower to flower I changing fly, 
And ev'ry flower's my honey, 
Bright Chloe with her golden hair, 
Awhile my rich Jonquil is, 
Till cloy'd with-fipping Nectar there, 
I fhift to roſy Phillis, 
I ſhift to roſy Phillis, 
\ I fhift to roſy Philks. 


| And all 


The 


be 


b YZ = The BEE, my by Mr. Rawokrk, at Murybo: And | 


: « #7 . 
. $55 k . . 
5 => 2 » 
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. 5 : 


23 
* vp 


But Phillis 8 ſweet opening breaſt; 
Remains not long my ſtation, 
Por Kitty muſt be now addreſt, 


by: ſpicy breath'd carnation, 


2) Fer Kitty's fragrant bed I leave, 


To other flow'rs I'm rover; 


bes all in turns my love receives, 


Ihe gay wide garden over. 
The gay &c. | 
| Bla that knows no bounds, 


My roving fancy edges, 
And oft with Flora I am found, 


In dalliance under hedges, 5 
| For as I am an arrant Bee, 


ö * 
; 
_ 


Who range each bank that's ſunoy; 


, Both helds and gardens are my tee, 


And ev ry flow'rs my honey. 
| And ey ry &c. 


INCE ev'ry charin on earth combine, 

In Chloe's face and Chloe's mind, 
Why was I born; ye Gods, to ſee, 
What robs me of my liberty! 


| Until that fatal hapleſs day, 

Ay life was lively, blythe and gay, 
ould ſport with ev'ry nymph, but ſhe, 
ho robs me of my liberty. 


Think then, dear Chloe, e'er too late, 
That death muſt be me hapleſs fate, 


6 


LIBERTY, Sung by Mr. Hobsox, at Ranelagh, 


(626) 


3 
if If love and you do not agree, 
| To let me at my liberty. 


Now to the darkſome woods I rove, | 
RefleQting on the pains of love, 
And envy ev'ry clown I lee, 
Enjoy the ſweets of liberty. 
We'll follow Hymen's happy train, 
And ev'ry idle care diſdain, 
We'll live in ſweet tranquillity, 
Nor with for greater liberty. | 
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The BANQUET, a : Drinking Son: 


To Bacchus's banquet repair. 

Leave all party Zealots and toaſts of the day, 
All dotards and dupes to the fair, 
Leave all party Zealots and toafts of the day, 

All Jtag and ares to the fair. 5 


To nobler enjoyments [ blk inv] ite, 
All ſuch as to pleaſure incline, 
For Bacchus the God of all ſocial delight, 
Holds forth in a bumper of wine. 


A banquet oerflowing with freedom and mirth, 

Abounding with friendſhip and love; 

A banquet that gives ev'ry pleaſure a birth, 
And makes 1 us divine as great Jove. 


OME hither ye jolly, ye jocurd and gay 


5 Sun gb 


 TaRoUct 


1 


A ſavour 


Now do! 
Or thro! 


Tho' we 


/ 


Vet nan 


When t! 
That J: 


Sher 4 J 
When: 
Then ſt 


3 ha's } 
When t 


AY, 
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Tiroven THE Woon LADbDIE. 


4 ſrourte Scotch Ballad. Sung by Miſs War GHT 
be.” at Vauxhall. 


CANDY, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly tt to mourn ; 5 
— Thy preſence could eaſe me, 
When neathing can pleaſe me: 

Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 

Or through the Wood Laddie, until thou return. 


Tho woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
3 While lav'rocks are ſing DS, | 
And primroſes ſpringing, 
| Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
7 When thro' the Wood Laddie ye dinna appear. 


That Jam forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell, 


3 Pm faſh'd with their ſcorning. 
haith ev'ning and morning, 
, Their j Jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a Lnell, 


When thro' the Wood Laddie J wander my fell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae longer aw 75 
But quick as an arrow, 
Faſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in, languor till that happy day. 
When thro' the Wood Laddie, we'll unte, ſing, 1 


| Fn = Miſs Wrraur, in Daphne and Anyuter. 


AY, Oh! too lovely creature, 
Thou cauſe of all my ſmart ; 
hat means this palpitation 
Without a feeling heart. 
9 8 e I here's 


ov 


(28 ) ; 


There's conjuration in it: 

It ceaſes—Then, in a minute, 
Such napping, 
Such tapping, 

As if it ne'er would reſt ; 
Mine too, \ vow; 
J can't tell how. 


15 like to burſt my breaſt. 
Sung by Miſs Walch, in Daphne end Amyytor, 


* vain, in ſearch of quiet, 

| From place to place I range ; 
My reſtleſs care augmenting, 
No med'cine find in change. 


= Delights ſo lately charming, 

Have loſt their pow'r to pleaſe : 

Yer ſomething, could I find it, 
Methinks weuld give r me eaſe. 


| Thro' the Wood Laſfie, or Sawney's Return, 


Let muſic and pleaſure, 
| Abound without meaſure : 
On hillocks and mountains, or low in the burn, 
Or thro' the wood, lafſie, ſing Sawney's return, 
Or thro! the wood, &c.| 


Lince I have been abſent from thee, my dear Nell, 
No content, no delight, | 


Have ] khown day or night, 


o” Nelly, no longer thy Sawney NOW mourn, 


The 


Are ne 
Good 

Are pe 
Are pe 


P or a 
| That 1 
Since 
And a 


yulor. T 


| 


The 


C29) 
. murmuring ſtreams, and the hills echo tell, 


How thro' the wood, laſſie, I breath'd my fad knell, 
Thro' the wood, &c. 


Soc: now to all ſorrow I bid ſull adieu, 
And with joy like the dove, 
I'm return'd to my love: 


The maxim of Joving in truth Jer's purſue, 


Then thro' the wood, laſſie, we'll bonnily go, 
| Thro' the wood, &c. 


Come ads, and come laſſes be blithſome and gay, 
Let your hearts merry be, 
And your pipes full of gie: 

The bighlands ſhall ring with the joys of the day, 


While thro' the wood, happy, we dance ſing and 


Play: 
Thro' | the wood, &C. 


ER The 1JUDIC 1IOUS CHOICE. 


By Mr. FawceTT, at Richmond. 


Beautiful face, and a form without fault, 
A Are not the attractions by which I am caught, 
| Are not the Attractions, &c. 
Good nature, good ſenſe, and an honeſt free mind, 
Are perfections in woman to which I'm inclin d, 


5 Are perfections, &C. 


| For a time beauty charms, but ſo certain is age, 
That who with a beauty alone wou'd engage, 
Since time ſurely dulls the brighteſt of eyes, 


And a face is a flow that bloſſoms and dies. e 
| | D 3 | | Then 


8 
* 2 . 
n 


Sublime and ſoft, gay and ſerene, 
A virginal to hail a queen ; 


Nature's muſic thus i improves, 


; All the ome and the loyes. 


The err of the VALE. 
By Mr. Hopsox, at Ranelagh, 


Tus ſragrant lilly of the vale, 


So elegantly fair; 


5 Whoſe ſweers perfume the dd gale, | 


To Chloe 1 compare: 


; hat | 

Then, Venus, be gone with your poor empty joy, And 

Which like ſyrens do pierce, and like ſ yrens deltroy Its . 5 

Come friendſhip and ſenſe, and chuſe me a wife, Pha 

And I'll love her and blels her, each day of my life By 5 

| The THRUSH, Sung by Mifs Warcnr, : J . 

Vauxhall, 1 Of 

" WEET 1 Thruſh, that makes the verna] year, See ho 
Sweeter than Flora can appear : pr 

As Philomel attends thy Jay, And to 
She envies the return of day Tra 
The tuneful lyte and ſwelling flute, There, 
At thy rich warbling ſhall be niute: . 
Vocal minſttel, thy ſoft lay | Enraps 
Treaſures up and ends the May. = s To: 
Hark! how the blackbird wooes his love But PF 

| The kill q muſician of the grove . The 
On thorn, as perch'd, he nobly ſings, | May 
A cadence for the ear of kings: | My 


A 
1 flew 
And ge 
Her lo 
But ſti 
Her lo 
FS {ti 


( 


v. hat tho' on earth it lowly grows, 


joy And ſtrives its head to hide; 
roy T ts ſweetneſs far outvies the roſe, 
Es 1 -* - That flaunts with ſo much pride. 
7 1 Tue coſtly tulip owes its hue 

To many a gaudy ſtain; ; 


| In this we view the virgin white, 

Of innocence remain. 

ar, See how the curious floriſt's hand 

DODßptears its humble head; | 

And to preſerve the charming flow! r, 
 Traniplan's it to his bed. 


There, while it ſheds its ſwee's around, 

io ſhines each modeſt grace; * 
_Enrapiur'd how its owner ſtands, 
Io view ſits lovely face. 

hut pray, my Chloe, now obſerve, 

I The inf'rence of my tale, 

| May | the floriſt be, and thou 

Viy lilly of the vale. 


0 FI E for 8 H A M E. 
By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, | 


; A thro' the grove I chanc'd to tins, 

| J met young Phillis on her way; 

] flew like light ning to her arms 

And gaz'd in rapture on her 4 HANES 

Her looks reveai'd a modeſt flame, 

But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame !: 

Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 

but fil! ſhe cry'd, O tye for ſhame. Toe 
V 10 . With 


(32) 


3 7 
2 8 
A 


With eager hafte I ſtole a kiſs, The ne 
Which bluſhing Phillis took amiſs ; Wich V 
She bun d me from her with a frown, And 
And call d me bold pretuming clown : | Fach l 
While I confeſs'd myſelf to blame, To fo 
But ſtill the cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 2 Of 

In tender ſigbs 1 told my love, | But BY 
And pledg'd my faith on things above; A hxec 
But ſhe like all her ſex was hy, . Tha 
And tho' I ſwore, would not comply: ' A chea 
Yet I perceiv'd ſhe met my flame, And ſw 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. Of 1 

When this I faw, I quickly cry d, The ge 
Will lovely Phillis be a bride? Exalts 
But hark | J hear the tinkling bell, | Thorn 
Fo church let's go, it pleas'd her well 2 | * fair 
And ſoon a kind compliance came, 1 "Like 


But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 

Now Hymen's band have made us one, 
The joys we taſte to few are known; 
No jealous fears our boſoms move, / 
For conſtant each, we truly love: | 
She now declares Pm not to blame, 
Nor longer cries, O fye for ſhame. 


PATT-Y of the VII. I. 
Hy Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 


It IAR ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom, : 

1 Whoſe fragrance ſheds a rich perfume, | 
And all the meadows fill; 

Much fairer than the lilly blows, 

| More lively than the bluſhing raſe, 


1s Patty of the mill. The 


Ir: 


[ct Flo 
And 
Tho' th 
Of h 
ret he 


And 
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** 
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The reighb'ring ſwains her beauty fir'd, 
Wich wonder ſtruck, they all admir'd,” 


And prais'd her from the hill : 


5 Fach ſtrove with all his ruſtic art. 
To ſoothe and charm the honeſt heart 


; Of Patty of the mill. 
ut vain were all attempts to move 


5 A fixed heart, more true to love, 


Than turtles when they bill. 


A chearful ſou], a pleaſing grace, 
E And ſweet content finiles i in the face, 


Of Patty of the mill. 


The good a friend in fortune find, 
 Exalts the honeſt virtuous mind, 


And guards it from all ill: 


Je fair, for ever conſtant prove, 


be ever kind, be true to love, 


Like Patty of the mill. 


The A D v 1 c F. 
| y Miſs Wright, at Vauxhall. 


FRY E winter its deſolate train, 
Of froſt and of tempeſt may bring ; ; 


2 Flora ſteps forward again, 

And nature revives in the ſpring. 
Tho' the ſun in his glory's decteas d, 
Of his beams in the ev'ning is ſhorn ; 


ret he riſes with joy ig the eaſt, 


The 


And repairs them 10 in the morn. 


Bat 


P 


The 


HOEBUS meaner has diining 
To the lyriſt's call repair: 
And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſn Fair. 


Chiefs throughout the land vidorious, 

Horn to conquer and to ſpare; 

Were not gallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the fair. 


All the works of worth or merit, 

Which the ſons of art prepare. 
Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the fair. 


(34:7 
But what can youth's ſunſhine recall, 
Or the bloſſoms of beauty reſtoce ? 
When its leaves are beginning to fall, 

It dies and is heard of no more : 
The ſpring-tine of love then employ, 
Tis a leſſon that's eaſy to learn; 
Por Cupid's a vagrant, a boy, 

And his ſeaſon will never return. 


BRITISH FAIR 
By Miſs Wright, at Vauxhall. 


Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, 

But if you for truth declare, 

Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Favour'd by the Britiſh Fair. 
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Advice to the LADIES. 
By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
| p nymphs and ye ſhepherds that join in the 
7 | throng, 
| Pray tarry a while, and attend to my ons. 
Pray tarry a while, &c. 
The ſtory, tho ſimple, is true that I tell, 


I hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well, 
Wonderful well, &c. | 


5 ä l went t'other day, to a wake on the green, 
And met with a laſs, fair as beauty's gay N 
aſk'd for a kiſs, but the damſel cry'd * [go.” 
| And {truggled and frown'd, and faid, * ws 101 me 


I tenderly cry d. Phillis, don't be a ptude; 

But ſtill ſhe return'd, * I'll cry out if you're rude; 
The more that I preſs'd her, the mote ſhe cry'd © no, 
And ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, pray let me go. 


I found noentreaties would make her comply, | 
Whenever I touch'd her, 'twas fye, Collin tye; 

do! ſent for a parſon, and made her my wife, 

And now 1 am welcome to kiſs her for life. 


| Ye virgins that hear, learn example from this, 
Take care how too freely you part with a kiſs ; 
Conceal for a time all the fayours you can, 

for that's the beſt way to make ſure of your man. 


" -THYRSIS and L AURA. 
By Mr. Fawcett, and Miſs Slack, at Richmond. 


E E nature ſheds ber ſweets around, 
Advice x And EPs violets deck the ground; 


And 
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The charming maid, alone Tchuſe : 


And warbling birds do ſWeetly ſing. | Then b. 
And tune their notes to hail the ſpring : Where 
And warbling birds, &c. | | 

Thea haſte, my fair one, haſte away; No mor: 

Let us like them enjoy the May. . Th' inci 

Let us, &c. He for 
e Nor ſco 

Your pleaſing form, and artful tale, | Vnited 

W hich can o'er any heart prevail ; And ev 

Wou'd only to my ruin prove, Ve She 
If Hy men do not crown our love. Ve Fair 
Fair virtue's dictates I'll obey, ut if 
Tho love and you, ſay taſte the May. Let H; 

6 $$ 1. 4 I Let H! 

Behold, my fair. yon turtle dove. Then t 
With what delight ſhe meets her love; I Andre 

No bands, their mutual fondneſs cloy, | And re 

Reſtraint but weakens every joy ; -* 

They never yield to Hymen's ſway, The 

But live and frolick in the May. | 

Ta v3. EY 7 <C 

Should we, from them, example take dd 

And truſt our fate to every rake ; Or 
Le Swains might boaſt deſpotic rules, | | Unwo 

And we be nature's only fools, 80 

When bound by Hymes' s bands, T'll tray; - W-- $o't 

And with my ſhepherd hail the May. Bs 3 

. Ua 
Adien to roving, or the fair; _ e 

No more, both bleſſings muſt I ſhare ; Re 

But I my Lauta will not loſe, 5 „ Re 


| Then 


— CLF 
N Then haſte to church, without delay, 
Where love and Laura crown the May. 
EL AU KA, 
No more ſhall ſwains your conduct blame, 
| Th' inconſtant Damon did the lame ; 
He for Paſtora felt the fire, 
Nor ſcorn'd to own his chaſte deſire ; 
| United now, joy crowns each day, 
And ev'ry month to them is May. 


Ye Shepherds from your nymphs ne'er rove, 
Ye Fair ne'er truſt the ſwain ye love; 

| But if you real joys would claim, | 

Let Hymen crown the gen'rous flame, 

Let Hymen crown, &c. 

| Then then with joy you'll ſport and mw 
And revel in the ſweets of ys 

And revel, Kc. 5 


The E 8 T. By Mr. Smith, at Richmond. 


7 OUN G Jeuy; the blytheſt that dwelt on 
the plain, 
Or tript it each morn on the green, 
| Unwounded around her ſcarce liv'd there a Swain, 
So winning, ſo graceful her mien. 
So winning, &c. of 


1 vain did each Shepherd his palſion declare, 
| Unmelted the ice in her breaſt, 
For oft as they breath'd out their anguiſh the Fair, 
Reply'd that all love was a jeſt, 
Reply'd, that all love, Ke. 


Then 


* | Young 


= Pegone, you great hag: &c. 


e 

Loung Jockey's a youth that could die and adore, | x” 
In language averle to his heart, : 

VW ho'd prove falfe and inconſtant as oft as he {woisþ A 
S0 perfectly Kid in his art. | 

With loft proteltativns approach'd the coy maid, 
And fighiag hi: paſſion expreſt, 

Put the yer unmov d by aught that he laid, 
Reply'd that all love wes a jeſt, 


Dear ſenny, return'd he, my vow are ſincere, 
Nay read but the flames in my eyes, 

The arrows of Cupid are ſtrangely ſevere, 
Then do not his godhead deſpiſe. 

He told her befides at her feet he would die, 

With all that his art could ſuggeſt ; 


| That Ba 
; That be 


At which the young Shepherdeſs mov'd with a ſfioh, x. 
Cries Jockey, but do you not jeſt ? 1 
Quite conquer'd at la ſhe could triumph no more, 
But frankly yield up to the ſwain, & 
Nor doubting her lover would always adore, 7 
The charms he had labour'd to gain: | 
Severe were the arrows of Cupid too true, ny 
She now felt the wound in her breaſt, 4 5 
Then forth from the daimſel the run- aw ay fle w. ˖ x 
With i faith 1 ul meant it in jeſt. Tas 15 
| 1 y __ 
For. Pho 
Fair LAU R A. Sung by Mr Gilio My only 
'HEN lately I offerd fair Laura to kiſs, 4 A 
.She fleer d and the flouted and took it aufe © 
1 you great booby, ſhe cry d, with a frown, Þ 40 
Do you think that 1 want to be kiſsd by a clown. wt 
Thus 


7 5 


= hus ſpoke the proud charmer, and view'd me 

all round, I feround; 

| 4 ich an eye of diſdain, and thrice ſpit on the 
Then mimick'd my voice with ſatirical ſnecet, 
ind ſent me away with a flea in my ear. 


The girls of the village, if they had their wills, 
Would kiſs me, and preſs me, to ſtay on the hills; 
They fay that I'm fair, but this mins of the town, 
'Refus' d my ſweet kifles, and call'd me a clown. 


hure, ſure ſhe forgot, or perhap: did not know, 
| That Bacchus fed herds in the valley below; _ 

* That beauty's fair queen fell in love with a ſwain, 

And help d him his cattle to tend on the plain. 


et Laura diſdains me, nor liſts to my vow, 
ap is ſhe more lovely, then Venus I'd know? 
Hay ſhe never find ſweethearts in city or plain, 
* lie always _ yet ſtill wiſhing in vain. 


| The CONFESSION. 
By Mr. Vernon, at V auxhall. 


Y the ſide of a ſtream, at the foot of a kill, 
met with young Phœbe, who lives at the mill, 
i met with young Phœbe, &c. | 
My heart leapt with joy, at ſo pleaſing a aght, 

For. Phcebe, 1 vow, is my only delight,” 


mas Aa T 


oh q only delight, &c. 

6 I told her my love, and at down by har fide, | 
b Ard ſwore the next morning! Fd make her my bride ; 
_ In anger ſhe ſaid, get you out of any fight, 

vn. Ind go to your Phillis you met her alt night. 
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Come, come, then ſhe cry'd, if you mean to 4% 


/ . oe eo Fr te tee Cr re Tea ea. HA 
; 4 * y 
5 . - e * 


For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive, 7 
Be conitz 


2% 
— 


kind, . 2 
TIl own 'twas to know the true ſtate of your min! 


Tranfported I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat 4 A: 
I made her my wife, and ſhe loves me for that. H N 
TC̃earn o 


The ROVER Keclaimed. To que 

By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. | 5 He, 
1 Rambled about a twelvemonth I vow, From ; 
In ſearch of a damſel for life; I deny 
For roving perplext me, I could not tell how, Ah! ] 
So ventur'd at laſt on a wife. Gaz 
For roving perplext me, &c. | Hans 
The girls of the town, each rake muſt well knov Claſpi 

- Imbitter, the pleaſires of life; Wich 
For evils on evils will conſtantly flow, I Ki 
And make us all with for a wife. o re 


1 « 


1 Cat) 
A miſtreſs, tis true, that's youthful and gay, 
May ſweeten the troubles of life; 

Abd while ſhe is conſtant, drive forrow away, 
T that But what is all this to a wife? 


his ſp: In wedlock alone true pleaſure we find, 

Io gild the rough paſſage thro' life; 

Then chuſe out a laſs with a delicate wind, 

And make the dear charmer a wife. 

eve, | And you, O ye fair, be kind to the man, 
Who offers to bleſs you to. life; 

it, & conſtant and true, and as fond as you can, 

for tt # 4 or theſe are the charms of a wife. 


In to 


ws. JOCKEY and JENNY. 
r min: z By Miſs Brent, at Vauxhall. 


Tv jovers Who ſue in vain, _ 

W hoſe hearts are frozen with cold diſdain, 
earn of jockey, love's pleaſing art, 
To quell a beauty's inſolence, and melt her heart. 


He, like you, wou'd ſigh and pine, 
Pom phœbus iſe, to his decline; : 
I deny's, and reply'd with fcorn! ul brow, [me now. 
| Ah! Jockey 'twill net do, prithee, prithee, leave 


| Gazing, advan acing, his eves love daring, 


enny, ſaid he, one ils at parting , 
ko JClaſping then my flender waſte, | 
PWith eager arms he me embrac'd. 


F Kiſs'd me, e call d On Heaven above 


* To record his conſtant love ; 5 
. 5 Paxtially 


* 


Partially 1 ey'd him, faintly deny'd him, Be ſh 


My tongue bely'd my heart, j F will ne 

His ſhape, 'his face, and manly grace, 4 f ſhe Ic 
Strongy took my lover's part. FA i 0 

T his ſuit approving, be my doubts removing, gf he ; 
With arcor reply d, I fly to bring the wedding le de b 
wedding ring; II ſing,) What a 


Lovely Jenny is my bride, hopeleſs lovers mind what 
No cure for diſdain, like a 1 and a ring. | 


SHALL I, WASTING IN Decrats| 


| Sung by Mr. Gilfon. 0 F 


8 S. AL L I, waſting in deſpair, As a 
Die becauſe a woman's fair: — K dem 
Shri: u cheeks look pale with care, 1 1 9 
pail: another's blooming are? | And 
Shall I waſting, &c. SN | ; TY cllow 
Blooming as the day, fo * WY 
Or the flow'ry meads in May, 555 Gre 
If the thinks not well of me, Fler e 
. What care I how fair ſhe be 5 „ 
le thinks, K. And 
Shall a woman's goodneſs move, We fat 
Me to periſh for her love; Ptet 
Or her worthy merits known, | _F* Whilſt 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
Be ſhe meeker, kinder than * Lov 
The turtle dove, or pelican, told 
If ſhe be not ſo to me, | (e 
What care I how kind ſhe be ? Pye ri 


Yet 


1 


| | Be he good, or kind, or fair, 
i 1 E never more deſpair, 

If ſhe love me, this believe, 
; 1 will die e er the ſhall grieve; 
If ſhe ſlight me, when I woo, 

1 will ſcorn, and let her go, 

If the be not made for me, 
What care | for whom ſhe be? 


= G N-TE N T. 
IN.. 8 By Mr. Fawcett, at Ranelagh, 


7 'F R moor-lands and mountains, rude, barren 

d 4 - and bare, 

As wearied and wilder'd I roam, 

A gentle young Shepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 

| 4 And leads me o'er lawns to her home, 

And leads, &c. | | 
"Yellow ſheafs from rich Ceres her cottage had 

LY .--.. - crown'd, 

_ Green ruthes were ſtrew'd on her floor; 

Her caſement, ſweet woodbines crept 3 
found, | a 
And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door. -._ - 

| We fat ourſelves down to a cooling repiſt, =_ 

2 Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 

Whilſt thrown from my guard, by ſome == fhe 
caſt, 

Love ſlily ſtole into my breaſt: 

1 told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply d, 

(Ye virgins her voice was divine, ) 

I've rich ones rejected, and great ones FAR d, 

Vet take me, {ond | Shepherd, I'm thine. 
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Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpeQ ſo meek, The ye 
So ſimple, tho ſweet were her charms ; And kiſle: 

I kiſs d the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, This rude 
And lock'd the dear maid in my arms : Ido PI 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep; Thus: 
And if on the banks, by the ſtream, The reſo 

| Reclin'd on her boſom, I fink into lleep, But ftill 
Her image fill ſoftens my dream. L vow I“ 
Together we range oer the ſlow riſing hills, Then 
Delighted with paſtoral views; And ſoo 
Or reſt on the 10ck, whence the ſtreamlet diſill She ſigh 
And mark out new themes for my muſe: I Villen 


To pomp or proud titles ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
Ihe damſel's of humble deſcent ; 5 
The cottager Peace is well known for her ſire, 
The ſhe pherds have nam her Content. 


FLEARTTILE . = 
By Mr. Gilſon, at Vauxhall. Fat 


- Von Damon perceiving Flirtilla paſs by, As a g 
Like lightning to kiſs her he flew, sag 
But ſhe with a ſtruggle and frown made rep! v. 


T vow I'll cry out if you do. 12 
But ſhe with a ſtruggle, &c. Mode 
For ſhou'd my mamma, who {5 in the next room Form 
But hear you, ſhe'll cafe yOu tofu FN 
She'll forbid you th. nouſe then d not preſume, * like 
1 vow Tl cry out if u do. | Bea 
But Damon was = to be terrify'd fo, | 7] Stre; 
All women lov'd kn, he knew, | | N 
When he offer'deαν, 'twas pray let me 8% The 


. vow Pl; cry out it you do. Rai 


3 (45 5 
be youth by reſiſtance was ſtill more inflam'd, 
© And kiſſes he ſtole not a few, 
eek, This rudeneſs forbear, Sir, ſhe * reply'd, 
I yow I'll cry out if you do. 
Thus fluſh'd with ſucceſs, like a woman at whilt, 
be reſolute youth bolder grew; 
But {till ſhe made anſwer, J will not be kiſy'd, 
I vow Pl cry out if you do, 


| Then Damon reſolv'd his laſt efforts to luke, 
ail And ſoon made the damſel come to; 
iſtills 


' She ſigh'd and reply d, you may take what you like, 
Fil not cry out if you do. 5 


„ "ODE U VENUS. 
ww By Miſs Young. 


Ovely Venus, Goddeſs bright, 
g Fairer than meridian light ; 
Io thy vot'ry's ſuit attend, 
by, As a goddeſs be a friend, 

As a goddeſs, &c. 


Strephon, thy peculiar care, 
Thou haſt made divinely fir, 
Modeſty and heavenly truth, 
Form the gen'rous blooming youth. 


In each grace you ſee him move, 
Like the very god of love: 

Hear then, Venus, hear my pray'r, 
1 ſhall my paſſion ſhare. 


Then with love the youth inſpire, 
| Raiſe his ſoul to loft deſire ; ; FN 
Thy And 


7 oom 


18, 
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And let the happy object be, 
The nymph who now addreſſes thee. 


Dew I. „ 
By Miſs Davis, at Marybone Gardens. 


ON time 1 _ a young 9 tl 
= \ 


Nor proud of his merit, nor falſe as the wind; 
But at laſt I have found a dear lad to my mind ; 
Oh! I never can part with my Willy. 


We hy'd to the altar laſt midfummer day, 

I bluſh'd all the while and ſcarce knew what to ſay: 
But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey, 8 
Can I do any leſs by my Willy? 


His breath is as fragrant as freſh morning air, 
His face than the roſe is more ruddy I ſwear, | 


And his kiſſes as ſweet, oh! beyond all eee, | 
t There is not ſuch a lad as my Willy. | N 


With him none pretends for to pipe or to play, 
And what tender ſoft things does the Ew no! 
ſay, 

With eaſe I am ſure he may ſteal hearts away, 
But Vl never diſtruſt the dear Willy. 


When I droop'd all in pain, and I hung down my 
heads - 

How kindly be watch'd me, what tears has he ſhed, 
He ne'er left me a moment till ſickneſs was fled, 
Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy ? 


| Shou'd death from my ſight tear the thepherd fo 
true, | 
Let him take (if he chuſes) wenn me away too: 
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For why fhou'd I tarry, or what cou'd I do, 
\ Shou'd I loſe ſuch a lad as my Willy ? 


A new Truce with BAC CH US and VENUS. 
1 By Mr. Lowe, at Marybone Gardens. | 
1 The Words by W. Woty. 
NA VSELF between Venus and Bacchus Til. 
__ %CöÜů—ůæUvᷣ 8 
And 'twixt their two ſcales fix my balance of joys ; 8 
ſay: is true, they both have all their charms when apart, 
hut blended, they double the heat of my heart. 
With rage on his brow, and contempt in his eye, 
Bacchus thiows down his cluſter, and gives me the 
„ | No female ſays he, ſhall partake of my throne, 
0 A rival I hate, and I'll govern alone. 


a 
2 : 
WE 
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/ 3 5 
o 1s 

7 
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9 

3 
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„ Dear Venus in turn her dominion maintains, 
not Aſſerts her controul o'er the nymphs and the ſwains, 
| Opbraids me for kneeling at Bacchus's ſhrine, : 
And ſtritly forbids me the juice of the vine. 
One ſcolds me, becauſe I am fond of the bowl, 
my | The other, cauſe women ſhares half of wy ſoul : 
I I boldly declare, for all projects I've try'd, | 
ied, No mortal his paſtime can better divide. 
Why then let em wrangle, what is it to me? 
_ P27 warrant my conduct ſhall make em agree ; | 
} ſa Is one to prefer to the other I'm loth, 
I love, and I'll drink, and be pleaſing to both. 
$ RS ne. | Damon 


(48). 


Dawon and Pn £2.46: a Paſtoral Dialogue. 1 


| By 5 Mr. LITE and Miſs Davis, at Marybone Garden i Shs 
| 5 Damon. | | With Ph 
OW fierce is the ſun, _ See 
Haſte, Phillis, let's run, = 6. 
To ſhelter a while in the grove, - » Fortendi 
 _ Young Cupid reigns there, . 
And I'll pleaſe thee, my fair, = e 
By telling thee ſtories of love. "=. M 
1 Puriitis The tel 
3 I tell you, young ſwain, „ 
1 ' You attack me in vain, EE 5 I. 
1 Too fatal the going might be:; 0 
1 For many a poor maid, And let 
g F there been betray d, e W 
_ By I1t ning to ſtories of love. . 
1  Danon, puppe 
1 When paſſion's ſincere, [. 
1 - _ There's no danger to fear, | oo. iP] 
I be ſpring-tide of beauty improve: Aud be 
i Nor let it be ſaid, — | 
4 Phillis died an old maid, 
1 Averſe to the raptures of love. | 
I r | 
3 I 0o hear the ſoft ſigh, 5 1 
| 2 _ * dee the ſoul-ſpeaking eye, . K 
3 nymph can't perhaps diſapprove, it} | 
It may flatter her pride, | | 1 My he 
1 © But if reaſon's her guide, BH But 
=P She makes honour attendant on Jene. | „ 
1 Da 
. 
K 
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1 DAMO R. 
of Tiis with honour I burn, 
garden pet for mutual return, 

With Phijlts how vainly I've ſtrove, 

See our flocks how they | Wo, 

Tis an omen divine 
+ Portending compliarce and love. 


oY , nr 
0 Damon, I find, | 
My poor heart ſeems inclin'd, 
' The teſt of your paſſion to prove; 
DAMO w. 
Then be Hymen our guide, 
Be the nuptial knot tied, 
And let wedlock give ſanction to love 


zue. 


When love's gentle fire, 
E nukindles deſire, | 
dupprels the wild maxim to rove, 
Let tbe nymph and the youth, 
Plight their honour and truth, 
And be happy i in virtue and love. 


A Favoutifb. C AN. T A TA. 
| Sung by Miſs,Brent, at Vauxhall. 
| Ps Compoled by Dr. Arne. 
| 9 5 RECITATFEYVE. 

0 Damon, till you ſtrive in vain, 
[0 Clarinda's fix'd reſolve to move : 
My heart, alas! may feel the pain, 

Þ But jultly {corns the guilt ot love. 
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| j | | A I X. Nc 1 —4 
. Is this, ye powers, this boaſted flame? | „ bil 
i O ſay, is this his only end? = Ia bleſs 
| And can his love deſtroy the fame : * 5 
| His truth and honour ſhould defend? 68 55 
| O for a thought ſo meanly baſe, 5, Bl 

U Th' ungenerous youth ſhall ſurely find, 7 V 
134 The heart that could admire his face, 5 
4 Can ſtill deteſt him for his mind. ket Wo 
. Tbe INVITATION. ee 
. By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 3 


ME, Laura, and meet your fond ſwain, _ 
E're Phœbus declines to the weſt,-(Ly 1 
Nor let me ſtill languiſh in pain, 

Your preſence alone makes me bleſt: 
When abſent no pleaſure I feel, 
My paſſions but ſicken and die; 
No power my tortures can heal, 
Unleſs my dear Laura is by. 


* 
k 

UN 
o 
o 
i 


Ihen haſte to yon jeſſamine grove, 4 | 
Enjoy what no language can tell; Full of | 
'Tis the ſeat of contentment ànd love Prove 


Where peace and tranquillity dwell: 9 
There Cupid our hen ſhall unite, 1 
There Hymen his altar ſhall raiſe; ** my 

The muſes ſweet ſongs ſhall indite, £ And 
And charm the whole grove with their lays. Int ik o 
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O think with ſuch pleaſures as theſe, 
How time will glide ſwiftly away 
Each ſtriving the other to pleaſe, 
Dull winter ſhall ſmile as the May : 


Haucy, | 
Should 
"Tis 1 


Nel 
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Ml tappineſs either will taſte, 


Bur what we both jointly approve ; 
Then hither, dear charmer, O haſte, 
And bleſs a fond — with your love. 


By Mr. Shuter, i in The Maid of the Mill. 


: H Y how now, Miſs pert! 
© Do you think to divert 

1 y anger by fawning and ſtroking ? 
Wou'd you make me a fool, 
Tour play-thing, your tool? 

Wa ever young minx fo provoking ? 


Get out of my ſight! 
D> A would be 5 you right, 
To lay a found doſe of the laſh on; 
Contradict your Mamma! 
75 Pve a mind by the la 
{Wit I won't put wyſelt i in a paſſion. 
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By Mr. Dibden, in the Maid of the Mill 


IE N you meet a tender creature, 
| Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Fol of kindneſs and good- nature; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe, 


(Bro mortal]! to poſſeſs her, 

n your boſom warm and preſs her, 
Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 
1 And be fond as fond can be. 


1 tif one you meet that's frow-ard, 
Aucy, jilting, and untow-ard, „ 

onde you act the whining coward, | 
'Tis to mend her ne'er the whit. Wo 

T2 | Nothing's 


(52) 
Nothing $ tough enough to bind her; 
Then agog when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her; 
| Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 


73 
9 
is 


The M A1D's ADVICE. 
Ey Miſs Wearman, at Vauxhall. 


| Qepherds, would ye hope to pleaſe us, 
You muſt ev'ry humour tryj; 

Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 

Sometimes laugh, and ſometimes cry. 


Soft denials are but trials 

Of the heart we wiſh to gain; 
e were ſhy, and ſeem to fly, 
WM = you purſue, we fly 1 in vain, 


vy Miſs Brent, Miſs Poitier, and Mr. Beard, 


in Comus. 


„„ tat by Dr. Arne. 
- IVE and love, enjoy the fair; 

Baniſh ſorrow, baniſh care; 
Mind not what old dotards ſay, 
Age has had bis ſhare of play; 
But youth's ſport begins to day. 
From the fruits of ſweet delight, 
Let no ſcare-crow virtue fright; 
Here, in pleafure's vineyards we 
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, Rey 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free, 8 
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A HUNTING SONG. 

4 By Mr. Beard, in Apollo and Daphne. 
1 ſun, from the ealt tips the mountains with 

gold, 

And the mea W all ſpangled with dew-drop be- 

>... BIG. 

How the lark's early matin proclaims the new day, if 

And the horn's chearful fummons rebukes our delay! ẽ 

With the ſports of the field there's no Ppleafure can ü 

4 1 vi E, | 

8 White jocund we follow, allow, follow, follow, fol- 

| jon, tollow, follow, follow, follow, follow, fol- 

low, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 


{0 Let the drudge of the town make his riches his 


1 ſport, 5 
Z "And the flave of the flate bunt the ſwiles of the 5 
| x7 Quart 3 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 2 
But innocence ſtill gives it reſt to our joy. . 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 
The prieit bunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, __ 
Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with e 27 
With the ſports of the field, &c. - 1 


5 The cit hunts a p! 'um, and the ſoldier hunts lame; 33 
The Poet a dinner, the patriot a name; J 
A6 riful coquettee, tho ſhe ſeems to refuſe, | "i 
et, in ſpight of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 3 
With the ſports of the held, Kc. | | E 
| F z Let 
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Tit the bold, and the buſy, hunt glory and wealt'. 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleiting of health; |} 
With hounds and with horns, thro' the woodlan: 


|  Jhlood 

to roam, pee e 

And when tit'd abroad, find contentment at "Ry To 

With the {port of the beld, &c. Putt 

my Miſs | Brent and Miſs Hallam, in e in a a Villag 4 
JJ * | 

OPE ! thou nurſe of young deſire, To) 

Fairy promiſer of joy, To . 

Painted vapour, glow- worin fire, but 

Temp'rate ſweet that ne'er can cloy: A fer 


Miſs Hallam. - And 
Hope ! thou earneſt of delight, = 


Bet 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind, mn: © Jl 
Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, _ 9 5 T). 
Sureſt friend the wretched find = A 
Both. „ 

1 Kind deceiver, flatter ſtill; _ 
= Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt ; 7 
we With thy dreams my ſancy fill. „ 1 
Andi in wiſhes make me bleſt, 8 NN 
"By Mr. Dunſtall, i in Love i in A « Village 5 


As ever poor ſeilow ſo p. 2 d with a vixen? x 
Lawns! Madge, don't provoke me, but | A 
mind what I {ay ; = 

You ve choſe a wrong perton (or playing your tricks 

on, 


80 pack up your alis and be rrudging away: 


Yo 2 0 
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You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a riot; 
S plood! muſt I land prating with you bere all gay i 
I've got other matters to mind; 
Mavhap you may think me an aſs; 
But to the contrary you'll find: 
A fine 2250 of work by the maſs! 


By Mifs Davis, ia Love in a Village.- 


(MINCE Hodge proves e no further Pl. 
3 3 | ſeek, | 
But go up to town in the waggon next week: 
Alervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 

\nd regiſter's ofiice will get me a place. 


het Bloſtom went there, and ſoon met with a friend : 

Folks ſay, in her ſilks ſhe's now ſtanding an end: 
Then why ſhou'd not 1 the ſame maxim purſue, 
And better my fortune, as other girls do ? 


By Miſs Brent, in Love in a Village. 
I F Y heart's my own my will is ſree, 
Ky And to ſhall be my voice: 
No mortal man thall wed with me, 
Till fuſt he's made my choice. 


Let parents rule, cry nature's laws: 
And children ſtill obey : 

Ani! is there then no ſaving clauſe 
"& gainſt e way 7 
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E iT hat moment young Cupid ſelected a Cart, ! 
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oe Mr. Dunſtall in Lore! in a Village 


ELL, well, fay no more ; 
Sure you told me before, 
He the full length of my tether. 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool ? 


I can ſpell you, and put you together. 


A word to the wiſe 
Will always ſuffice : 


_ Addfniggers! go talk to your parrot. 


I'm not ſuch an elf, 
Tho' I ſay't my elf, 


But I know a ſheep's head from a carrot. 


By Miſs Wright, at Banelagh. 


FP SING Molly, who lives at the 8000 of the bill, 


And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does 
fill. 


df beauty is bleſs'd with fo ample a ſhare,” 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One ev'ning. laſt May when I travers'd the grove, 
In thoughtlels retirement, not dreaming of love, 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymphb, I declare; 133 
And really ſhe's got a molt delicate air. 


By a murmuring brook, by 2 preen 8 bed, 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid. 


Surpriz d and tranſported, | cou'd not derber, | 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


And Pres withcut pity, my innocent BONE? 7 0 
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1 But laid 


Said her 
And ho 
| Che neit 


ut fir 


A thou 
But ſtil 
Then! 


How t 


IN infancy out hopes and fears 


| Reſtore on with that innocence 
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1 Ard from thence, how to win the dear niaid, was of 


Care 3 


For a captive I fell to her Ae air. 
When ſhe ſaw me ſhe biuſh'd, and complain' dI was 


rude, 


| And begg'd of all wir chat would not intrude: 
| ] antwer'd I, could not tell how I came there, 


But laid all the blame on her delicate air ; 


Said her heart was the prize which I ſought to obtain, | 
And hop'd ſhe would grant it to eaſe my fond pain, 
hs neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r, | 


Wut fir'd all my ſoul with her delicate air. 


1 thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit ; 
But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute: 


Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have ad lor the 


fair, 
How to win the dear laſs with 3 delicate air, | 


By Mr. Squibb, 3 in Artaxerxes. | 


[ Were o each other known ; 

And frienditip, ia our riper years; 
Has twin'd our hearts in one : 

Ol clear him then from this offence ; 
Thy love, thy duty, prove; 


Which firſt inſpir'd wy love. 
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| By Miſs Brent, in Artaxerxes. 
ITF ofer the cruel tyrant, love, 

A conquelt I believ'd, _ 
The flattfring error ceaſe to prove, 
O!] let me be deceiv'd. | 
Farbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 

What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 

Then call not to my wav'ring mind 

The weakneſs of my heart. 

Which, ah ! I feel too much inclin d 
To take a traytor's part. 


By Miſs Brent, in Artaxerxes. 


Ex not rage, thy boſom firing, 
'Pity's fofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


WB Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 


- Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt; 
Nor, with rancour never ending, 
Heap freſh forrows on th' oppreſt. 

Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 

Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Ford by duty, rack'd by love. 
Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 
I, alas! at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend! 2 
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Let! bot rage, thy boſom firing, 


' Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
pare 2 heart that's juſt expiring, 
I Fore'd by duty, rack ' d by lo ve. 


By Miſs Brent, at Ranelagh. 


HE gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, 
And rears its beauties to the fun, 
With heav'n-born tints of Iris' bow ; 


While low the vrlet ſprings beſide. 


As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe. 


of worth intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore 


That from the tulip can ariſe, 
When parted from its glowing bed: 


While hid, the vi'let charms the more, 


Like incenſe in its native ſkies, 
W hen cropt to grace the virgin- head. 


Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs 


Are ads] in nature's various robe: 8 
Where pride declines, and merit thrives, ry 


Your virgin dignity 0'er-pow'rs 


The heroes of the conquer'd globe 
But tweet compliance makes ye wives. 


The Origin of ENGLISH LIBERTY. 
By Mr. H v DSON, 


| 0 the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 


Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing ; 


Derry Momus amongſt them was fat as a gueſt, 


One ſays 8 celeſiaals lov'd laugb ng :) 
"On 
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(6 69 F 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll d, | 
So none could his jokes diſapprove ; _ | Thus fec 
He ſung, repartee'd, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, O pre 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. | We will 
1 „Site! Atlas, who long has the univerſe = Th 5 
|! „ Grows grievouſly tired of late; e 
5 « He ſays that mankind are much worſe than befor} » ; 
* 8 So he begs to be eas' d of their weight.“ 5 | B 
| 1 Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl, 
Y From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 
„ Gave his daughter Attraction the charge . th N 
1 world, | 8 
| il And ſhe hung i it up high in his hall. | Sudden 
(bd Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the glb And fa\ 
Gf round, 5 dhe im 
'* To ſee what each climate was worth ; ben. 
Ul Like a dimond, the whole with an moe 
. 'Y bound, 1 F Ah 
#Y And ſhe variouſly planted the earth: M0 & 
N With ſilver, gold, je wels, ſhe India endow'd; | 5 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to fear; mo 
What ſuited each clime on each clime the beſtow! HH 
And FREEDOM the found flouriſh'd here. ab! 5 
Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 1 You f 
As guardians to cheriſh the robot; — 
The bloſſoms of LipenTyY gan for to to ſl, FRIES 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: | The ; 
5 | FEES ns 
| Tre Hear: 
Tb. | And, 
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Thus fed, and thus bred, for a bounty ſo rare, 


told, © preſerve it as free as twas giv'n. 

I We will while we've breath; nay, we 1 alp it in 
ore, death, | 
: . Then return it untainted to heav sn. 
or LL Be 

' _BACCHUSand ARIADNE. 

hurl A CANTATA. Set by Dr. Arne. 

-F* Eo . Eh 
of th HE faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on | hoard, 


| When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her lord: 
Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, | 

And faw his veſſel leſs'ning to her vier; 

dhe ſmote her breaſt ; ſhe rav d, and tore her hair ; 3 

Then, in ſoft plaints, ſhe vented her deſpair. 


{phe nn 
Ahl Theſeus, Theſeus, ſtay ! 
| Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds to blow! 
Fon Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 
er; | Nor waft my love away! | 
tow! Ah ! whither wilt thou go? 
| Could I have ferv'd theelo? C 
Ah! Theſeus, faithleſs Theſeus, tell me why 
You fly from her who gave thee pow'r to * 


: = RECITATIVE.-.- - 
| The jolly God who rules the jovial bowl, 
Bacchus, whoſe Gifts re-animate the ſoul, 
Thu Heard and beheld poor Ariadne's grief, 
And, gently, thus adminitter'd relief. 2 
. G Alx, 


* 
C * 
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Bs 5 Al: 
Ceaſe, lovely nymph, to weep, 
Wipe off that falling tear; 
Though Theſeus plough the deep, 
You've ſtill a lover here: 


Jam Bacchus, god of wine, 
God of revelry and joy; 

If Ariadne will be mine 
Mirth ſhall ev'ry hour employ. 


Come, Silenus, fill it u; 
Of my choiceſt cordial draught, 
Fill it, man, why fill it up; _ 
Iwill baniſh ev'ry gloomy thought : 
Fill it higher, to the briok:  _ 
Come, my lovely mourner, drink ! 


„„ Rreir ren.. 

With ſoft reluctance fhe at laſt comply 'd, 
And to her lips the nectar'd cup apply'd : 
The potent draught, with more than magic art, 
Flew thro” her veins, and ſeiz'd her yielding heart: True 


In wine ambtoſial all her cares were drown'd, And thi 
And with ſucceſs the jovial god was crown'd: In ſo 
While old Silenus, as he reel d along, „ 
Thus entertain'd them with his frolic ſong. rom: 
15 AI R. . I ha 
Learn hence, ye fond maidens, who droop and who 8 | 


pine, 5 RG 
Learn hence, ye fond lovers, the virtue of wine: 


Lua 


(63) 
Le « the nymph, who's forſaken for one that's more 

| TL, 

Take a comforting glaſs, and wil drown all de- 

ſpair; 
And let the fond youth who wn win the coy maid, 
Inſtead of his Cupid 8, ſeek Bacchus's aid. 
Jolly Bacchus ne'er fails of performing his =_ 
Le: him gain the head, and you'll ſoon gain the heart. 


The TEMPEST of WAR. 
By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


Er the tempeſt of war 
Be heard from afar, 
With trumpets and cannon's alarms: 1 
Let the brave, if they will, 
By their valour or ſkill, . 
Seek honour and conqueſt in arms. 
Io live ſafe and retire, 
Is what I defire, 
Jof my flocks and my Chloe poſleſt ; 
art, J For in them I obtain 
xeart; | True peace without pain, 
And the laſting enjoyment of ret: 


| In ſome cottage or cell, 

| Like a ſhepherd to dwell, 

From all interruption at eaſe ; 
ln a peaceable life, 
4 il | To be bleſt with a wife, | 
ho will ſtudy ber n to pleaſe. 
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LA MEILLEURE MEDITCIN. 


ICK of the town, fair Delia flew 
To contemplation's rural ſcat ; 


Adieu, the cry'd, vain world, adieu; 


Fools only ſtudy to be great : 


The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 
The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor; 


All theſe ſhe had—'twas mighty well; 


But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more. 


Back to the buſy world again 
She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 


Eaſe for imaginary pain, 


Quiet of heart, and peace of mind: 


Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 


By turns her fickle fancy fill; 
The world ſeem'd all within her pow'r; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething ſtill. 


Cities and groves by turns were try d; 


T was all, ye fair, an idle tale, 
Delia at length became a bride, 
A bride to Damon of the vale : 


Behold, at once the gloom was clear'd ; 


Damon was kind:—and from that hour | 


Each place a paradiſe appear'd, | 
And Delia wanted nothing more. 


The 
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Enjoy v 
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F or {un 
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By Mr. Battiſhill. 
OW Seen unbounded reſounds o'er the 


plains, 


And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels 8 ſwains, 
4 I; they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 
And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong: 


Polels'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 


Bleak winter's approach they behold without fear, 


And when teimpeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, _ 
Erjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſh for more. 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 

And ule every moment of lite as it flies; 

Gay youth is the ſpring-time, which all Rs 
For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love: 


Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 
Jo lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter ot age, 


Whoſe frowns ſhall diſarm even Chloe's bright eye, 


Damp the flame in my boſom, and pall ev'ry joy. 


By Mr, Lowe. 


ATR Hebe L left with a cautious s deſign 
To ſcape from her charms, and to drown em 
in wine; 


4 try'd it, but found. when I came to depart, 


The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart. 


repair'd to my Reaſon, intreated her aid; 


Who paus'd on my cale, and each circumſtance 
weigh d: 5 5 
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What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While, like light'ning, ſhe darts thro' each throbbig 


IT7ITH horns and with hounds I waken the di 


TI tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, REY 
And tie to my forehead a waxing moon ; x 
I courſe the fleet flag, unkennel the fox, 1 V 
And chaſe the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks: Þ For t 
With ſhouting and hooting, we pierce thro' the f How 


Ihe maatling vige will ſhelter you : 


7 
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Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my prayer, Doun 6 


That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. Tinklin 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught . U. 
1 came for your counſel, to find out a fault: Lis y 
Tf that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, a 
To find fault with Hebe, would forfeit my name. Sultry 
ST Round 
Stretch 
While 


vein ? | | . The fe 

My ſenſes ſurpriz d, in her favour took arms, The f. 
And Reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 1 : 
i Co En - | 
The Song of DIANA. Sung by Miſs Poi rig Your 
at Covent-Garden Theatre. _ Till by 


Set by Dr. Boyce. | The © 


And hie to the woodland walks away; 


. A nd Echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. In d 
By Miſs Brent, in Comus. | Hou 
3 Set by Dt. A. | 
AFC you taſte the noon-tide air, W ask 
Yy tlo yon fragrant bov'r repair, She”: 


Where, woven with the poplar bough, 
T'ne mantling vine will ſhelter you, 


Down 


Prayer, 
: taughiif 
ame, 
name. 
pain, 
Lrobbinſi 
18, 
IMs, 


rin 


the dar 
Y 5 


cks: 
the ki 


. 


Round the lan 
cStretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks, ſleep; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe: 
Ihe fair does all alone repoſe: 


| 


(6) 
bonn each ſide a fountain flows, 
T inkling, murm'ring as it goes, 
{Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 

Z Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Asulry Phœbus ſcorching round, 
dSultry Pheebus ſcorching round. 


uid herds, and ſheep, 


All alone; yet in her arms 
Lour breaff {hall beat to love's alarms, 
| Till blett and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
| The joys of love are joys alone, 
| The Joys of love are Joys alone. 


Sung i in Elias, an Engliſh Or 


fields. 


7ITH ſwords on their thighs the bold yeomen 

| are ſeen, - 

r. or their country they arm, their religion and queen, 

| How glorious their ardour to lay down their lives 
In defence of their freedom, their children and wives! 
Ve tyrants, ye know not 
How ſhe guards all our ſhores, and Pe all our 


what Liberty yields, 


As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, | 
She sche queen of our mirth, and the joy of our fong; 
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he high chearful ſtrain, 
Fill the goblets around to the lords of the main. 
Eliza is queen, and her brave loyal band 

Shall drive each invader far out of the land. 


To Liberty raiſe up t 


By Mr. Yates, in The Capricious Lovers. 


By Roger, who play'd at the wake, 

And Kate was alarm'd at the ſtroke, 
And went for poor Tummas's fake ; 

When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 

And the liquor was charming and ſtout; 

O theſe were the times to regale, 

And we footed it rarely about. 


Then our partners were buxom as does, 
And we ajl were as happy as kings; 
Each lad in his holiday clothes, : 
And the laſſes in all their beſt things: 
What merriment all the day long! 
May the feaſt of our Colin prove ſuch ; 
Odzooks! but l' join in the ſong, _ 
And Il] hobble about with my crutch. 


By Miſs Wright, at Ranelagh. 
d by Me. Goodwin, | 
9 his paſſion, in ſilence, the youth would 


What his tongue would no 
And by ſoft ſtolen glances unwillingly prove, 
_ » Þ'T hat they are the tell-tales of Celadon's love. 


t utter his eyes ſtil] reveal, 


"To the £ 
Where v 
1 know | 
And fur 
| Ibo in 
N HEN the head of poor Tummas was broke] He inſe 


If he t 
Tho' hi 
When! 
F He ſho' 


Should 


ain. 


( 69.) 


"To the grove, or the green, to the dance, or the fair, 
Wherever I go, my blithe ſhepherd is there; 
I know the fond youth by his bluſh and his ſmile, 
"And ſurely ſuch looks were not made to beguile. 

Tho! indiff'rent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 
Ie inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love; 

If he talks to another, with pleaſure I fee, 


Þ Tho' his words are to her, yet his looks are to me. 


70uld 


veal, 


70 


When he ſpeaks, if alone, I am ever in fear 
He ſhould ſay what I dread, and yet wiſh moſt to 


mer: 


deny, 


E By Miſs Hallam, in Love in a Village. 
lp, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 


Take the helpleſs lover's part: 


| Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occafion 


To reward a faithful heart. 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral ; 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, RY 
| Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 

| Cupid, god of, &. | 


What is grandeur ? foe to reſt ; 
Childiſh mummery at beſt. 

Happy I in humble ſtate! - 
Cate, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait. 
Cupid, god of, cc. 


' Should he mention his love, tho my pride wou's 


My heart whiſpers, Celia, fond Celia, comply. 


The 


(70) 
The SHEPHERD and SHEPHERDESS, | 


a CanTarra. 
LE 44. Battiſhill. Pages 
By Mr. Vernon and Miſs Brent, at Vauxhall - 


Shepherd  Recirartive. 

T7. morning s freſhneſs calls me forth, - 
20 view creation crown the earth, 
AI R. 

Come, my Lucy, come away, 
Share with me this ſun-ſhine day; 
Sweets of May make nature gay, 
Come, my Lucy, come away. 


Sbepherdeſt. RECITATIVE. 
Ah! help me, ſhepherd, do but ſee, 

I'm ſtung this moment by a bee. 

* Shepherd. „ 
If you from a wound that's ſo ſmall feel a pain, 
Then think what you give to a true-loving ſwain, 
WE When ſcornful you fly from his pray'rs: 
1 A bee's ſingle ſting but a little while ſmarts, 
— wounds for years feſter in fond ſhepherds hearts, 

When laſſes will give themſelyes airs. 


| WE -- 27 | Shepberdeſs. | 

1 Ah! . ah! ſhepherd, mankind, like che bee, 

WE Fly buzzing about ev'ry beauty they ſee; 

And when the believing fool'd maid, 

_ O' ercome by their arts, feels the force of love 's Ring 

= At once, like the bee, the ſhepherd takes wing, 
And laughing, he leaves her betray d. 
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Z Shepherd.  Recirarive. 
Then fix me at once for the reſt of my life, 
And frem ſhepherd and laſs, let us be man and wife. 


| Shepherdeſs. AIR. | 

Maids well ſhould beware ere to that hey conſent, 
© Thoſe in haſte to be marry'd, at leiſure repent; _ 
| We ſhould look ere we leap, tis a lott'ry for life, 
Where the blanks are all drawn by a man and his 


wife. 
| Shepherd. 
Thoſe that wed for meer wealth ſuch. wisfortunes 
may prove, 
But we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for love; 
And fince friendſhip's the prize in the lotr' ry for fe, _ 
We ſhall ſtand the beſt chance when we re 5 B 
man and wife. | 
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ain, 
n, Shepherdefs | 
Shall I how leave, and ſubmit to-be ld; E 
Io my children a ſlave, by my huſband be fool'd ; C 
arts, The day ſpent 1 In trouble, the night waſte in ſtrife ; "3 ES El 
| bis! is often the change from a maid to a wife. 1 
| 8 bepherd. 9 


bee, We a wife take, tis ſaid, e'er for better or worſe; 
Marriage therefore is either a bleſſing or curſe ; 
et us ſhew, by example, the bleſſings of life 
25 Can 8978 be found in a man and a wife. N 


 Shepherdeſs, e 7 | 

But 7 Ke ſun ſetting, the clouds ſkirt with gold, 

4 25 1 flocks — * repair to their fold; i 
Let 


 _ Tipſy dance, and jollity: 


(72) 
Let us homeward repair 
1 Both. . 
— — — And end further ſtrife, 
And A my dear, we'll be made man a 
VMuoike. | 


3 = By Mr. Beard, in Comus. 
0 OW Phcobus ſinketh in the weſt, 
: Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt ; 
Midnight ſhouts and revelry, ” 


Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 
And Advice with ſcrup'lous head; 
Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 
With, their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie, 
With their grave ſaws in lumber lie, 


1 Set by Mr. Weldon. 
T ET ambition fire thy mind; 
Thou wert born o'er man to reign, 

Not to follow flocks deſign d: | 

Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain. 

Crowns Ill throw beneath thy feet; 

Thou on necks of kings ſhalt tread ; 

Joys incircling joys ſhall meet, 

Which way e er thy fancy's led. 

Let not toils of empire fright ; 

Tails of empire pleaſures are: 

Thou ſhalt only know delight, 

All the joy, but not the care. 


Shepher: 
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5 Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the prize, 
For the bleſſings I beſtow, _ 

Joyful I'll aſcend the Ikies, 

1 thou ſhalt yp below. 


1an an 


By Miſs Wow; at Vauxhall, 


E Ariſe, ye flow'ry race, ariſe ; 
Ye ſilver dews, ye vernal ſhowr's, 
Call forth a bloomy waſte of flow'rs. 


The fragrant roſe, a beauteous gueſt, 

Shall flouriſh on my fair one's breaſt ; 

Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, : 
The flow'r moſt ſweet, the . — moſt fair. 


The SKY- LARK. 


0, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 
To Daphne $ window ſpeed. thy way, 
And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay, . 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong; = 
ell her the ſounds that ſoothe her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


ell her, in livelier-plumes array d, 

The bird from Indian groves 3800 ſhine; 
ut aſk the lovely, partial maid, 

What are his oy, compar d to thine? 


1 


nepberc 


L REATHE ſoft, ye winds ; be calm, ye ſkies ; ; 


Then 
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Then bid her treat yon witleſs bene 
And ail his flaunting race, with ſcorn, 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who ings her Pralle, and ſings forlorn. 


Sung in Harlegui 8 Mraßun- 


0 arms! ye brave mortals, to arms! 
The road to renown lies before you, 


Ide name of king Shakeſpear has charms, 


To rouſe ye to actions of glory. 


Away! ye brave mortals, away! 
"Tis nature calls on you to fave her, 
What man but would nature obey, 
And 1 for her Shakeſpear for ever. 


Sang i in Harlequin $ lavaſſon. 


TY D women we are, 
And as wiſe in the chair, | 


As fit for the quorum as men; 


We can ſcold on the bench, 
Or examine a wench, 


And like them can be wrong now and then, 


CHORUS. 


For look the world thro, 


And you'll find one in ten, 


Old women can do 
As much as old men, 


Me can hear a fad caſe, 
With a no-meaning face, 


And tho ſhallow, yet ſeem to be deep: 
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e Cou'c 
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The win 


Leave] Cho. 


47 
| Leave all to the clerk ; 


For when matters grow dark, 
Their worſhips had better go ſleep. 
Cuo. For look the world thro', &c. 
When our wiſdom is taſk'd, 

And hard queſtions are afk'd, 

We'll anſwer them beſt with a ſnore: 
We can mump a tid bit, | 
And can joke without wit, 

And what can their worſhips do more? 
Cho. For look the world thro, &c. 


— Sung in Harlequin's Invaſion. N 
HRI CE happy the nation that Shakeſpear has 
. 
ore happy the boſoms his genius has warm'd! 
Te children of nature, of faſhion, and whim ! 
e painted you all, all join to praiſe him, 
| CHorus, Come away! come away! 
lis genius calls—you mult obey ! - 
tom higheſt to loweſt, from old to the young, 
ill ſtates and conditions by him have been ſung ; 
ll paſſions and bumours were rais'd by his pen; 
e cou'd ſoar with the eagle, and ſing with the wren. 
CHo. Come away, &c. 
lo praiſe him, ye fairies, and penii repair, 
e knew where ye haunted, in earth or in air: 
o phantom ſo ſubtle cou'd glide from his view, 
The wings of his fancy were ſwifter than you. 
Leave Cuno. Come away, &c. 0 | 
e e 5 
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By Mr. Mattocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


FF HE echoing horn calls the ſportſnen abroad 


To horſe, my brave boys, and away ! 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſures we find in purſuing the fox! 
O'er hills, and o'er valleys, he flies: 


Then follow — we'll ſoon overtake him—Huzza! Þ 


The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. | 
Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay, 
How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 
With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs fours ; 
vince life 15 no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


Written by William Whitehead, Eſq ; Pol 


„ Lanreat. - 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 

VES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 

And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleafing plague ſtole on me: 


Tis not 
For t 
is not 
- 'Tis no 


Have 
Have 


Tis not 


The 


And all 


Like 


Her vo 


1 
In ſhor 
In ſhor 
Of 
WES. A 


Pot 


A ſprightly youth, devoid of care, 
Advanc d, and thus addreis'd the fair. 


* 


Tor thee I'd give it back again ; 
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"Tis not her face that love creates, 


For there no graces revel ; 


Tis not her ſhape, for there the F ates, 
is not her ſhape, for there the F ares, 


Have rather been uncivil, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


Tis not her air, for ſure in that 


There's nothing more than common; 


And all her ſenſe is only chat, 


Like any other woman: 


Her voice, her touch, might give th alarm; h 


"Tis both, perhaps, or neither; 


la ſhort, tis that provoking charm, 
In ſhort, tis that provoking charm, 


Of Celia all together, 


Of Celia all together. 
C A N TA T A. Set by Mr. Stanley. 


RECITATIVE. 


A in a penſive form Myrtilla ſat, 
\ Revolving on the will of fate, 


AI 


Thou vernal bloom of beauty tree, 


I'm come to buy a heart of thee: 
With tranſport I receiv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was up for ſale. 

Could I command the ſtarry train, 


A 


| And 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 


Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; | 
With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy Who h 
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And if I could, to make thee mine, | By! 
The univerſe ſhould all be thine. | Y OU 1 
Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries ; "M- - 
Merit the beſt deſerves the prize: 10 ane of 
The tale you've heard was falſely told; —_ 


Myrtilla's heart can ne'er be ſold, 


Set by Mr. Howard. = 
X17 HY heaves my fond boſom ? ah! what ca 
| | it mean? N . 
Why flutters my heart that was once fo ſerene ? 


Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is neat! 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear ? 


Su 


The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face: EI 


| EY mind, Tha 
With thy face, &c. Tha 
Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, Oh 1 
_ There native good-humour and virtue reſide: Nor th 
Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply Th 


Wich compatlion for him who without thee mul Th, 


- 


With compaſſion for him who without thee mul No 

Ky. "_ - And h 
Ae A 
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| y Mr. Shines; i in the Maid of the Mill. 
y: 00 vile pack of vagabonds! what do ye mean ? 
| L' maul you, raſcallions, 
1 Ve tatter demallions — 
I one of them comes within reach of wy” cane. 
| Such curſed aſſurance, _ 

Tis paſt all endurance. 

_ Nay, nay, pray come away. 

They're lyars and thieves, | 

And he that believes 
Their fooliſh preditions 

Will find them but fictions, 

A bubble that always deceives. 


The ADVICE | 7: 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 


face: YE nymphs, who to the throne of love | 
| With hearts ſubmiſſive bow ; 
by th Who hope the mutual bliſs to prove, 
| That crowns the nuptial vow, 
That crowns the nuptial vow : 
Thro' caution's glaſs, by reaſon lent, 
Oh! view your lovers clearly, 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The man that loves you dearly, 
The man that loves you dearly, 


Still blind to wiſdom's ray, the rake 
No ſocial bliſs allows 
And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
By A good-for- nothing ſpouſe, 
A  good- n ſpoule. 


"Wh 
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Nor truſt the fop, tho' piteous ſighs 
Proclaim you've touch'd him clearly; 
His own ſweet charms too muchhe' Il prize, 

Nor can he love you 7s ; | 
His own, &. 


But when with every manly grace, 

A youth of ſoul refin'd, | 
Who doating on your form and face, 
Thinks brighter ſtil] your mind; 
Thinks brighter ſtil] your mind; 

When ſuch ſhall for the favour fue, 
Ohl! yield your hand ſincerely, 
And you'll ws him, and he'll love you, 

To life's laſt moment, dearly ; 

And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 

To life's laſt moment, dearly, 
To life's laſt moment, dearly. 


The INVITATION. 


k-rightly 
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Little ga 
(Smiling 
Ever 


All that 
Beauteo! 
In one v 
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Eve 
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By Mr. Lowe, Mrs. Vincent, Mrs. Collett, and 


Miſs Davis, at Marybone-Gardens. 


Mrs. Vincent. 


5 Oben ye party. jangling ſwains, 
Leave your flocks, and quit the plains, 
5 Friends to country, or to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport. 
Chorus. 


Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friend:y gueſt. 


| Sprighitly 


„ 

| Mr. Lowe. 

Corightly widows, come away; 
; Nagbisg dames, and virgins gay; 
Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes. 
[Smiling hopes of future bliſſes ) 
| Ever welcome, &c. 
Mrs. Collett. 
M that rip'ning ſun can bring, 
heauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring, 
In one varying ſcene we ſhow, 
The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow. 
| Ever welcome, &c. 


Comus jeſting, muſic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, beauty warming 3 
Rage and party-malice dies, 
Peace returns, and diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt! 


t, and By Miſs Brent, in Thomas and Sally; 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


Amer ſpirits, guard my love, 
In time of danger near him bide; 

With out- ſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide. 


And you, his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh ! may you then with me accord; 
A ſympathetic paſſion feel,” 
Neu his face, and drop the ſword. 


right 


Ye 


Y 82 ) | | D. Sunda 


Ye winds, your bluſt' ring ſury leave; At churcl 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, its down 
Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gentle heave And, tho 
The calm, {mooth boſom of the deep. Wat night, 
Till halcyon peace return'd once more, 1 quaff 
PF rom blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, | Then ret 
My failor views his native ſhore, _ No me 
And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 0 
The CONTENTED MILLER | _ 
By Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 
T* a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, That eac 
1 With a mill and ſome meadows—(a freehold # And t 
bea 5 out, a 
A well-meaning miller by labour ſuppliis . Muſt 
Tboſe bleſſings that nature to grand ones denies; Shall th 
No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, | Shall 
His conſtant companions are health and content : Muſt th 


Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if they will, I Muſt 


For he's .— daub'd with the duſt of his I Shall th 
. . 5 


= And 

Exe the lark's early carol ſalutes the new day, Mult : 
He ſprings from his cottage, as jocund as May ; LY k 
He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 1 


Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair: 
While courties are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, rr 
Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great; | 


And 


No fraud nor ambition his boſom does fill, 
Contented he works if there's griſt for his mill. Nai 
| n _ 
On My 


- (83) 
On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun array, 
At church he's the loudeſt to chaunt, or to pray; 
Fits down to a dinner of plain Engliſh food; 
And, tho' ſimple the pudding, his appetite's good: 
At night, when the prieſt and exciſeman are gone, 
Ie quaffs at the alehouſe with Roger and John; 
Then returns to his pillow, and dreams of no ill, 
No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the 
| mill. 8 
„ Song in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 
Y fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and gay, 
; That each night they went ſafely to reſt, 
hold # And they merrily ſung thro the day: 
| But, ah! what a ſcene muſt appear ! ! 
| Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er ? 


33 [Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 
> dhall the dance on the green be no more? 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtures be led? 

| hi | Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad ? 
"bi 'Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor d in each road ? 
Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd around, 
And ſhall commerce grow ſick of the tide ? 
Muſt Religion expire on the ground, 


And ha Virtue fink down by her ſide 5 


By Mr. Mattocks, in Love in * Village | 
O55 had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage (wain, 
On IIn 75 Roſeita's ſight to feed 8 
8 My IP the plain, What 
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F ly hence, oh! falſe Sylvan, to Myra the gay, | 


With joy ſhe may hear you, and liſt to your lay, 
For love like to life is with you = a day. 


(8%) 


What bliſs had T been born to ſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know ?. 


Ye envious pow'rs! why have ye plc d pull. 
* uy fair-one's lot ſo low 5 continue 
Tho to D 


"By Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. Fas the fl 
TILL i in hopes to get the better | 


Of my ſtubborn flame 1 try, kccuſe me 
Swear this moment to forget her, Pitz a fre 
And the next my oath deny. | Po Ida's 


Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, With My: 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; RM 
'Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, : 
And confeſs myſelf ber ſlave. (ot ſo, m 
ou add ˖ 


Sylvan and Cynthia, a Favourite Dialogue Fithout | 


Jh tell 
By Mr. Adams and Miſs Carley, at Finch: 
ken = {| hen Syl 
. fl! free ye 
QVEET Summer i is coming, the perch. trees eh 
bloom, * 


The laylock's array'd, for its leaves are juſt come; 


Then Cynthia, remember, your ſwain's uſual ly, dome, c 


5 Conſent, be united, for life's but a day. | A 


With gar 
May hap 
And Hy: 


Cynthia. 


To her repeat all the fine things that you ſay, 


OU 


Slval Y W 


(8 


Unjuſlly, dear Cynthia, your Sylvan you blame, 
continue ſti] conſtant, does Cynthia the ſame? 
Tho to Dorilla's cottage your flock did once ſtray, 
Wis the ſheep then in fault, or my Cynthia, I pray? 
P11! Os 
lecuſe me not, Sylvan, nor ſtrive to heguile, be: 
With a frown, I demand it, and baniſh a ſmile ; * 
To Ida's ſweet mountains your flock you may lead, 1 
Vitb Myra, who credits whatever you plead. 
J 

Þt ſo, my dear Cynthia, with you T will ſtray, 

{ou add to all pleaſure, and brighten the day ; 
Without thee, unhappy muſt Sylvan remain, 
Dh! tell me yop't} have me, and rid me of pain. 
nch'F „„ , on 
Then Sylvan be happy, tho” in fetters remain, 
free you from bondage, but not from your chain; 


e. 


le. 


* 1 hen, there is my hand, to the church lead the way, 
Pe eaſy and cheartul, I' ever obey. „ 


dome „„ e 85 
lay, Tome, come, all ye nymphs with your ſhepherds 
. „ 


Vith garlands of myitle to crown the ſond pair : 
May happineſs grow as our love doth encteaſe, 


Nad Hymen ſupply us with plenty and peace. 
, Sung by Mils Young, at Vauxhall. 
© 7 OUNG Phillis one morning a maying would go, 


HY When ſaunt'ring among the ſweet meads to 
=. and {19 
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In vain did the cowſlips her fair hand invite, 


And he, wicked rogue | 1 1 5 that Phillis woß 


* Howb'er as ber mind was by i innocence dreſs'd, 
Twas plain that fair virtue was lodg'd in Ig dull fi 


Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, HE 
| Which Strephon perceiv'd, and began to adore; | By 


And Phillis conſented to make him her love. 


| Veaving ſp 


Nor daiſies, nor daffodils gave her delight: e 
Her heart with the throbbing of paſſion did mor Woran n 
Each bird on the ſpray could have told her '; A Philom: 

| love. Pe in 
At length ſhe grew weary, and fat by the brook, | 

Where Strephon, the ſhepherd, was baiting i . 

Ig hook ; 
Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her complain, | | Dro 
His heart was inflam'd to allay her foft pain: EV. © 

The ſwain had led many a laſs to the grove, turns w 


ime for e 
[by ſhoul. 
E.oſports 


love. 


breaſt; 5 ealure (of 


He kneel'd at her feet, with a garland he wove, ONS 


ſhat har 
B Miſs Wright; i in The Fairy Tele he great! 


you ſpotted ſnakes, with double tongue. | Pow do 


Thorny hedge-hogs, be not ſeen, pl 

Newts and blind worms, do no wrong. b age, ne 
Come not near the fairy queen. N ſovere 
Philomel, with melody | at pow 
Sing in your ſweet lullaby. E all lo? 


Neither harm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 
Come the fairy pillow nigh, 
80 good _ with lullaby. 


Weavi 


3 (810) 

aving ſpiders, come not here 

| Hence, ye long-legg'd ſpinners, hence ; 
les black, approach not near; 

moi Worm nor ſnail, do no offence. 

zer "oO hilomel, with melody, 

Ling in your ſweet, We: 


ook, I lt, 
ting Þ DUE TT 9. Sung in Comus: 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


in, PROM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 


: We follow ſweet variety; 
1 0 turns we drink, and dance, and ing, 


ime for ever on the wing. | 
/by hould niggard rules controul 


d, [tanſports of the jovial ſoul? 
in Ie dull ſtinting hour we own, 
lure counts our time alone. 
ore, 


ore; By Mr. Heard; in Love i in a Villag e. 
ve, NONS! neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a wriſt like 


this; 
4 harm with a TENOR to toy 5 to kiſs ? 
e. he greatelt and gravelt (a truce with grimace) 
e. ſou'd do the fame thing, were 1 in the ſame 
e ple. 


o age, no profeſſion, no een is fron > ; 

d ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee: 

at power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe ; ;- 
| all love a 720 girl—under the roſe, 6 


13 5 By 
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(88) 
By Miſs Wearman, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Signior Giardini. 
ENTLE gales, in pity bear 
My ſighs, my tender ſighs away 5 


To my cruel Strephon's ear 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Near ſome moſſy fountain's ſide, 


Or on ſome verdant bank reclin'd, 


| Where bubbling ſtreams in murmurs glide, 


Lou will the dear deluder find. 


Gentle gales, in pity bear 


My ſighs, my tender fighs away; 


: To my cruel Strephon's ear 


All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Tell the falſe one, how I mourn, 


Tell him all my pains and woes ; 
Tell, ah! tell him to return, 
And bring my wounded heart repoſe. 


Gentle gales, In pity bear 


My ſighs, my tender ſighs away; 


To my cruel Strephon's ear 


All my loft Seien convey. 


By Mr. Dibdin, in The Maid of the Mill. 


they count me ſuch a ninny, 


N 
| A So to let them rule the roaſt, 


I'll bet any one a guinea, 
That they've  ſurm' d without their hoſt. 


"To be ſur 


Fo 


But if 
A ttic 


. 
Thouę 


Wben he 


Was (c 
But ! 


A tri. 


Chearfu 
Still he | 
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L But if J don't play 'em, in lieu of it, 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 
Why then let me paſs 
. For a fool and an aſs. 
To be ſure the ſly cajoler 
Thought his work as good as done, 
When he found the little ſtroller 
Was ſo eaſy to be won. 
But if 1 don't play 'em, in lieu of i it. 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 
Why then let me paſs 
For a fool and an aſs. 


. F 1 
75 


In the Maid of the Mill 
Cnorvs. 


REE from card free from ſtrife, 
Oh how bleſt the miller's life! 
Chearfu] working thro' the day 
Still he laughs and ſings away. 
Nought can vex him, 
Nougnht preplex him, 
While there's griſt to make him gay. 


Du ET. 


All. Let the oreat enjoy the bleſſings 5 
I By indulgent fortunes ſent. | 
| What can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content ? 


1; By 


(90) 1 
DUETTC 


By Mr. Dibden, in the Maid of the Mill, PE! 
IF that's all you want, who the plague will be ol j 8 
T were better by half to dig ſtones in a quarrÞ* 
For my ſhare, I'm weary of what is got by't HAIR A 
fleſh ! here's ſuch a racket, ſuch Ag and ( [ O ret 


„„ Think wh 
You're never content, but when folks are a coilinl pus care 


And drudging like horſes from morning till ni Hom the 


You think I'm afraid, but the difference to 5 br'd at if 
| yeu, 
Firſt, yonder's your ſhovel, your ſacks too I hh  favouri 
you.; 9 
Henceforward, take care of JOU: matters wh 
| Will! K 
They' re welcome to flave 'M your wages that ng A Th 
'em, 4 
length 
Tol lol derol lol, I "TE purchas'd my freedom, te refu 


And never hereafter ſhall work at the mill. 


"Bp Miſs Brent, in Love i in a Village. Pouchſa 


3 . 0 Teach wn 
518 not wealth, It is not birth, CE juic 
Can value to the foul convey: Flat he 


Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worth, 
Which chance nor gives, nor takes away. 


Like the ſun true merit ſhows, 
By nature warm, by nature brigbt; 
With inbred flames he nobly glows, 

Nor needs the aid of borrowed light, 


' DUETTC 


to Bac 
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UETTO. By Mr. Tenducci, and Miſs Brent, 
in the Engliſh Opera of Artaxerxes. 


Ma þ 0 


be 0 0 
quan. Set by Dr. Arne. 
by tm A1R Aurora, prithee ſtay ; 


and q O retard unwelcome day; 


Think what anguiſh rends my breaſt, 
olln 7 us careſſing, thus careſt, : 
ill nom the idol of my heart 

to Fe or d at thy approveh to part. 


1 tk \ favourite CANTATA. By Miſs Brent, at 


1 Kanelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 
ters wh . | 


hat n 


 Recirarive. _ 

Fi Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 
| hat ever pin'd, but pin d in vain, 
Jom. Rt length the god of wine addreſt, 

II. i Ire refuge of a wounded breaſt. 


: oo 
| houchfaſe, O pow r, thy _—_— aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel maid ; 
Thy juices take the lover's part, 
Fluth his wan looks, and chear his heart. 


3 Rr cirArTIvx. 
To Bacchus thus the lover cry d, 
Ind thus the jolly god reply 'd: 

| A 4K 


've whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
nd quaff his ſneaking form ay; 
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With dauntleſs mien approach the fair 


The way to conquer iS—to dare. 


„ NRCITATIVE.: 
The ſwain purſued the god's advice, 
The Napf was now no longer nice. 


AIR. 


She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the ſex's mind ; 


W hen you grow daring, we grow oY 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 


And make us tyrants by their fear. 


A favourite Song, ſung at Ranelagh. 


TJ OW the woodland choriſts fing, 
Beauty takes her radiant ſphere ; þ 


Love adorns the ſmiling ſpring. 


Love and beauty gild the year : 
Seize the minutes as they fly, 
Jocund hours and feſtive round; 


Innocence, with virgin eye, 


Comes with rural chaplets crown d. 


| Awful virtue keeps her ſtate 


In the cot, or on the throne ; "2 
Liberty enjoins her mate, 

As fair honour holds the zone: 
Love and beauty on the wing, 

Sweep the globe and conquer all ; 


f Poet, hero, ſage and king, 


At their ſhrine ſubmiſlive fall. 


| Where ſhould honour love to dwell, 


But in treedom's happy iſle ? 


: Virtue here enjoys a cell 


More than in a tyra ant's {mile : 


Mere ſho 
But On | 
ocence 

Where 


| | On F 


HE 
An 


OW ſtrat 
This ſou 


O, friend 
F lif 
Gn pare 
Fithout 
zut empt 
10W mu 
On whor 
Dur joys 

And grie 
Vhen fo 
Their ki. 


Let char 


| No longe 


Wh 
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1 pere ſhould beauty fix her reign, 
[But on love, that pow'r defies? 

. ſpocence ſhall crown the ſcene, 
Where ambition droops and dies. 


| On FRIENDSHIP. Set by Mr. Gerard. 


HE world, my dear Myra, is full of 4 

1 And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, | 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found ? 
, friendſhip ! thou balm, and rich ſweetner of 
| fe: 

ind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife ; 

ithout thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 
but empty deluſion, the joys of an hour? 


lo much to be priz d and eſteem'd is a friend, 
Dn whom we may always with ſafety depend? 
Dur joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace : 
Vhen fortune is ſiniling, what crowds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip fincere ; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
No longer to Court you they eagerly preſs. 


| By Mic Brent, in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 
"'W EET Echo, ſweeteſt nymph that liv'ſt un- 
ſeen 
Within thy airy cell, 
By flow Mæander's margent green, 
and in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
Where tne love-lorn nightingale. 
ightly to thee her ſad long mourneth well; 


Canſt 
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Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
Ih hat likeſt thy Narciſſus are? 


. bind he 
O! if you have 


„ But tent 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, o Celia a 
Tell me but where, 3 And on] 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the ſphere _ 
So may'ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, The 
And give reſounding grace to all heav'n's harmon Cantata 
Sung in the Maſk of Alfred. 4 

E warblers, while Strephon J mourn, 1 
To chear me your harmony bring; rr 
Unleſs, ſince my ſhepherd is 8 Io 
ou ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing: meagre 
Each flower declines its ſweet head, s home 
Nor odours around me will throw, nding b 
While ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead n whon 


Seems kindly to pity my woe. 
Each rural amuſement I try 

In vain to reſtore my paſt eaſe; 
What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 

Has now Joſt the power to pleaſe: 

Ye ſeaſons that brighten the grove, 
Not long for your abſence we mourn : 
But Strephon neglects me and love, 
He roves, and will never return. 
As gay as the ſpring is my dear, 
And ſweet as all flowers combin'd ; 
His ſmiles like the ſummer can chear, 
Ah! why then, like winter, unkind ? 


500d fat! 
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Kind he is not, I can prove, 
Put tender to others can be; 
4 Celia and Chloe makes love, 
| Nad only is cruel to me. 


phere Þ 
The Roarr Beer of 61 Exck Au. 


Cantata, taken from a celebrated Print of the i in⸗ 
| genious Mr. Hogarth. | 


armoa 


] * 


Rx CITATIvE. a 


WAS at the gates of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells, 

' meagre Frenchman, madame Grandſire's cook; 
s home he ſteer'd his carcaſe that way took; 
nding beneath the weight of tam'd Sir Loin, 

© whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 

500d father Dominick by chance came by, 

Vith roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
ho, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 

lis benediCtion on it he beſtow'd: 

Ind as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs' d, 

Flick: d his chaps, and thus the kaight addreſs 


A 1. 

(A lovely Laſs to a Frier came, & Bk 
rare roaſt beef! Jov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom to have thee, 

8 hen dreſs d and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming 1 in thy gravy, 

of all thy country's force combin d 
Should from my fury ſave thee. 


Jnki 


Renown'd 


(96) 
; Neno d Sir-loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 
On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
7 Unknown to Frenchman's Sex 6A 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
1 Soup-meagre, frogs and fallad ! 


RECITATIVE. 


W ho ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 
| Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 
His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 


And then in e tone declar'd his rief. 


„„ Ke 
(. (Foote's Minuet.) 
Ah, Pere Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, | 
Dat look lo tempting red and vite ? 
Seger it is de roaſt beef from Londre; 
Oh! grant to me von letel bite. 
But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies : 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 


RCITATIvE. 
His We dn, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray, 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to = his daily bread. 


| A balf-ſtary'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, © - 


And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole. : 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 


Son as th 


Iþ blubbe 


sweet bee 


Sweet bee 


o view 
hile he 
: in 


he gall 
tit 


pon the 
\ ho fed 
zut whe: 


3 . 
Gon as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
blubbering a accents dolefully he cry d. 
Fe | R. 
5 | (Ellen a Roon.) 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, | 
So taking thy ſight is, 
| My joy, that fo light is, 
o view thee, by pailfuls runs out at my eyes. 


| hile here I remain, my life's not worth a farth- h 

5 3 | wh | 

Ah, hard -hearted Loutt- 

3 Why did I come to you ? 

he gallows, more kind, would have fav'd1 me from 
ſtarving. | 


2 


| Rucirarive. 
pon the ground hard by poor Sawney ate, 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
ut when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 
is dear lov d mull, alas! was thrown aſide: 
IWith lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſerubb d himſelf, and thus bewail'd his Caſe, 
1 | | 
(The Broom of Cowdenknows.) 
How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was lo blithe of late, 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
| When hunger is fo great! 
O the beef! the bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown! 
[ wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 
Ho ſweet it 1 gang down! 


0 


0 


Ah, 


; But, ſee! my muſe to England takes her flight, 


.* 


(9) 
Ah, Charley! hadf thou not been ſeen, 
Ihis ne'er had happ'd to me; 
I would the de'el had pick'd mine ey'n, 


Ere I had gang'd wr thee. 
0 the beef, &c. 


ReciraTive. 


Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; 


Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's three 5 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not know 


'Tho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 


” In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


AIR. 


yy As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide * * 
| He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain. 


O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 


Mamma, who ſtood by, like a Knowing old dame, 
Cry'd, Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame“ The be 


Q the roaſt beef, &c. 


| But deaf to advice he for glory di 0 chirſt; 


An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 


1 il ſWelling and ſtraining too hard made him bur 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Then, Britons be valiant, the moral is clear; 


The ox is Old England; the frog is monſicur, 
O the roak beef, &c. 


Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never tear, * 


Fe 


For while 
To ſee th 
The Frer 
O tt 
And 


My mot! 
the cc 


The free 
\ woma 
I went tt 
And con 
But whe 
Bleſs m 


The wc 
Now, t 
thou 
[8] L ſaid, | 
| I muſt. 


dweet n 
o Cart 


i) 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able 
„ Io fee the Sir-loin ſmoking hot on our table, 
The French may e en burſt like the frog in the fable. 
Ohe roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh coal beef. 


Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Berg. 
7 NE Midſummer morning, when nature look'd : 


1 

: thro be birds falf of ſong, and the flocks full of ala; 1 

When earth ſeem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from above, 

nd all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love; 

My mother cried, Nancy, come haſte to the mill; 

the corn be not e Low may ſcold if you 
will. 


The freedom to uſe my tongue pleas 4 me, no doubt, 15 
R woman, alas! would be nothing without: 
I went tow'rds the mill without any delay, 
And conn'd o'er the words I deter:iin'd to ſay: 
But when | came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill : 
„ FBlefs my ſtars now! 1 I, huff — eh 1 
me, will. 


ane. rhe miller to market that inſtant was gone ; ; 

The work it was left to the care of his ſon: 

Now, though I can ſcold well as any one can, 
thought 'twould be wrong to ſcold the young man: 
| faid, I'm ſurpriz d you can uſe me ſo ill; 

I muſt have my corn ground, I muſk, and [ will. 


weet maid, cry'd the youth, the fault is not mine 3 


» No corn in the t town 10 grind ſooner than thine: | 
788% © K 2 | There's 


know: 
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it, 
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There's no one more ready in pleaſing the fat; 
The mill ſhall go merrily round, I declare. 

But hark how the birds ſing, and ſee how they bi ; eee t 
I muſt have a kiſs firit, I muſt, and I will. Al drippi 


My corn being done, I tow'rds home bent my wand brav 
He whiſper'd he'd wa oy. fag moment to ſay; | 
Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, Por this t 
And there ſwore he lov'd ine, indeed, and indeed! With thr 
ad that he'd be couſtant, and true to me ſtill: ill (wee 
And ſince that time I've lik'd . and like him Ind claſf 


will. 


I often ſay, Mother, the miller I'll buff; le Britiſt 
She laughs, and cries, Go, girl, ay, plague Ine Briti 
, eng; Potect tl 
And ſcarce a day | paſſes but, by her defire, And they 
I vet a flv kiſs from the youth I admire. 
If wedicck he wiſhes, his wiſh I'll fulfill, The 1 


And! {1 enlwer, O yes! with a hearty good-will | 


By Mr. Beard. 1 Miſs Brent, in Thomas wah 71 


9 Set by Dr. Arne. | I 

For life; 

("EA ach hel 

E F fops pretend in flames to melt, Ind a ne 

— And talk of pangs they never felt; ach hel 

1 ſpeak without afoul or art, lat oray 
And wich my hand beſtow my heart. oy ſ 
| | SO. care no 
Let ladies prudiſhly denn,, Let 'em 
Look cold, and give their thoughts the he; „ 


1 own the paſſion i in my breaſt, 
And long to make my lover bleſt. 2 
| „ Bont 


air; 


E bil 


lay; 


deed! 
* 


ue i 


will | 


as and 


Thom. 
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Thomas. 


| For this the ſailor, on the maſt, 


Endures the cold and cutting blaſt ; 
A dripping wet, wears out the night, 


y wajſnd braves FRE fury of the hight. 


9a/ly. 
for this the virgin pines, and ſighs, 
With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes, 


Till ſweet reverſe of joy ſhe proves, 
Ind — the faithful lad ſhe loves. 


Duetto. 
7 e Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll find; 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind; 
FoteCt their beauty from alarms, | 
And they'll 6d you; with its charms. 


The UNION of LOVE and WINE. 
. Set by Mr. Baildos. 


| IT H women and \ wine I defy 2v'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
or life without theſe, cc. 

ach helping the other, in pleaſure I coll, 

Ind a new. flow of ſpirits enlivens my foul ; 

ach helping the other, &kce. 


et grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

care not how much they my meaſures decline, | 
et *em have their own W and L will haye 


mine. | | 
K 3 Wine 
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Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes 1 improve, Then le 


*Tis the {pring-tide of life, and the fuel of love] And k 


And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 9 Colin, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch fi That 


the vine. 0 lenge! 

Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph | be Comp 

== ves" $he now 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me wt So no 
| wine ; 1 

Then giving and taking i in mutual return, . 


The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhouldſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 7 "Salt 
My bumper 'I quit to be bleſt with thy love; I Chear'd 


For rather than forfeit the joys of my las The 
My bottle Pit break, and demoliſh my glaſs Land bo 
LABOUR in VAIN. Few 

N purſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks i And 
bave itray'd, = And, t 

One mai niag I rang'd o'er the plain ; ; No! 


But, alas! after all my reſearches were made, wilt tt 


I perceiv'd that my labour was vain. Nor 


At length growing hopeleſs my limbs to reſtore, g Ab f u 
I reſolv'd to return back again; 


It was uſeleſs, I thought, to el after them moÞ [T 5 Gn 
Since J found that my labour was vain. 45 
But Phœbe, I cried, to my ſuit lend an ear, | | 
And let me no longer complain ; 1 
She reply d, with a frown, and an aſpect ſevere, | _ 
Young Colin, your labour's in vain, E 'T | 


— (6403) 
e, Then L eagerly claſp'd her quite cloſe to my breaſt, 


love! And kiſs'd her, and kiſs'd her again; 
ne, 0 Colin, ſhe cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt | 
ch i That your labour ſhall ſtill he in vain. 


[7 length, by entreaties, by kiſſes and VOWS, 
> Compaſſion ſhe took on my pain; 

fe now has conſented to make me her ſpouſe, 
18 no longer I labour i in yain, 


By Mr. Beard, in BY Summer's Tale. 


ICE E how the genial god of day 

rode, ) Salutes the warm, the bluſhing year; 
VE 3 Cheatr'd by his beams, how bright, how gay, 
| The fields, thegroves, the flowers appear? 


And hark! in yonder vocal bower 

The turtle plies his amorous theme, 

All nature owns love's mighty power. 
cks ® And deeply drinks the quick'ning benny, 


And, tell me, do theſe ſcengs impart 
No friendly warmth to thee alone? 

| Wilt thou not give me back my heart, 
Nor yet repay me with thjne own? 


Ab! why wou'd nature make thee fair, 
And not diſpoſe thee to be kind ? 

| 5 love, alas! is to deſpair, 
And not to love is to be blind. 


By Mr. Shuter, | in the Summer's Tale. BR 


| HERE lies your road—ſweet Sir, adieu! 
T My daughter is no match for you: 1 


„ CIOOT.. 
She's gone from home; ſhe's ſick ; ſhe's dead 
In ſhort, ſhe vows ſhe will not wed 

To any gentleman in red. 


Nay, never frown, and look ſo bluff, 
You're fairly ſped ; you've ſaid enough. 
The man who lets ſly Reynard looſe 
When once he's caught him in his nooſe, 
Richly deſerves to loſe his gooſe, _ 


By Mrs. Mattocks, in the Summer's Tale. 
O Naughty, naughty garden! 
A What ail'd me to come in it? 
I pray your worſhip pardon, 
I muſt away this minute. 
] muſt away: 
Farewel ! good day! 
Sir Antony, pray, excuſe me 
The more a damſel views thee, 
The ſurer ſhe'll refuſe thee. 
Nay, let me paſs; 
Ah Set 
You'd nearly caught a fall, Sir 
_ Good Jack ? if this be all, Sir, 
Tl] be within your call, Sir. 


O Love, tyrannic god, whoſe fatal dart 
Subdues all nature to its proud controul; 
J feel thy vengeful ſhaft transfix my heart, 
And yield to thee the empire of my foul. 


By Miſs Brent, in the Summer's Tale. 


Dh! take 
| Or bluſh 


[oo ſoon 


That eleg 
That hair 
hall be f 
he fops 
Shall find 
Whilſt ye 


With en\ 


Then lift 
and be 1 
Left you 
Like me 
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By Mrs. Vincent, i in the Summer's Tale. 


\EAR girl never truſt to thy charms, 
| Youth's fugitive ſeaſon i improve z 
Jh ! take the dear man to thine arms, 
for bluſh at an innocent love. 


[oo ſoon and that ſweet roſy bloom, 
ſhat elegant form ſhall decay; ; 

That hair like the raven's dark plume 
hall be Gilvering over with grey. 


The fops that now flutter around 
Hall find ſome more fayourite fair ; 

y hilſt you drop defpis'd to the ground 
With envy conſum'd and deſpair: 


Then lift to the counſel I give 

and be nat by flatt'ry betray'd ; 

Leſt you ſhou'd be fated to __— 
| Like me a neglected old maid. _ 
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57 Mrs. Mattocks, i in the Summer $ Tale : 


\ 7H ILE on earth's ſoft lap deſcending 
Lightly falls the feather'd ſnow ; 
Kature awfully attending 
ach rude wind forbids to blow. 


White and pure awhile appearing, 
; [Earth her virgin mantle wears; 
Þoon the fickle ſeaſon veering, 
Her deluded boſom bares. 
By: Thus 


a 
"OP 
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Thus my fooliſh heart believing, 
Liſten'd to his artful tongue; 


when al 
All his vows of love receiving, | " ke 


On each flattering accent hung. 


h! was 11 

“% Fondly for a time miſtaken = 
Love and joy conceal'd my fate; By NM 
Now alas ! at length forſaken, 7E ſwai 
Sad experience comes too late.” | | 80 b 
15 e ſoldiers 


By Mr. Dyer, in the Summer's Tale. ſho ſtanc 
Wk heaves my breaſt with frequent igt! ſou'd you 


Whence riſes this ſoft perturbation ? nike hom 

In vain my heart each effort tries the dan 

To combat its fond inclination. + got, ge 

How helpleſs am I! . 
Where ſhall I fly? 


| Where ſhall poor Henry for ſuccour ply - 10 
So fix'd is the dart, : L 1 
Too feeble my art ome, ta 
To aſſuage the uniprakable ſmart. Hark! 
Sweet 
lo lawyt 


By Mi Brent, i in the Summer” 8 Tale: 
H! what can defend a poor maiden from low: dee [ 


Ye prudes, your expedient impart, | For h: 

This pleaſing intruder how ſhall I remove, nd will 

And guard the ſoft paſs to my heart? | hs 8 
How 


Of mothers and wives how wretched the lives, 


| Your's alone is the ſenſible plan; 3 t 
They only are bleſt like you who deteſt * ; 
That horrible creature call'd man, 18 el 

| « $a pi wo ſuc 


he glal 


ag 
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ves, 
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it when at our feet the fond wretches we view, 


How can one refuſe 'em? 
Or ſcornfully uſe em ? 
h! was it your caſe, ye coy virgins, cou'd you ? 


| By Mr. Morris, in the Summer's Tale. 

7 E ſwains ſo faint-hearted, who ſigh for the fair, 
So brim-full of love, but of money ſo bare ; 

e ſoldiers ſo ſtout, who make ſlaughter your trade, | 
ſho ſtand to a man, but who fly from a maid : 

ou'd you conquer alike both the fair and the ſoe, 
nike home my dear honey! and follow your blow; 
the damſel conſents, take her ſtrait in the mood, 
not, gently force 2h tis all for her you: 


By Mr. Beard, i in the Summer' 8 Tale. 


O O K back, behold! 
The ſhining gold ; 


ome, take, and freely uſe i it, 


Hark! hark, it chinks! 


8weet ſound ; methinks 
lo lawyer can refuſe it. 


See! here's a bribe 


For half your tribe, 


nd will you then be jogging ? 


Tis generous wine, 


How bright! how fine! 

ome, take another noggin. 

I ſee you relent 

'Tis enough, be content; hand, 

wo ſuch pleaſing allurements what faint can with- 

he glaſs at the lips, and the gold in the hand? . 
7 
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_ By Mr. Dunſtall, 3 in the Summer 8 Tale. 


I S agreed; ſay no more ; 
All my ſcruples are oer; 
I am your's, my lad, body and ſoul : 
Thus for better, for worſe, 
join hands with your purſe; 
And I warrant I'll manage the whole. 


Fill a glals, my brave boy ! 
What is honour? A toy: 

What is honeſty, friendſhip or fame p 
Give me gold, and all theſe 
I can buy when I pleaſe, 

And put beggarly virtue to ſhame. 


Politicians, they ſay, 
Only ſtruggle for pay, 

Each one puts up his conſcience to ſale; 45 
And the patriot ſo nice, | 
When you bid to his price, 


May be your's for the turn of the ſcale. 


Then draw out your hoard, 
Count it down on the board, 


To refuſe it I won't be ſo mad; 


Since there can be no doubt, 
Shou'd one lawyer hold out, 


But that more of the trade may be had, 


By Mr. Shuter, in the Summer's Tale. 


Arewel, g fond unhappy creature! . 
See, for me poor Clara dies; 


5 Si ning blaſt each murd'rous feature, 


ind thele fatal, fatal eyes 1 
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* what means this fond bewailing ! 
e. et the wretched fair one die; 

my form is ſo prevailing, 

Nature 1 is in fault, not [. 


57 Mr. Beard. i in be 3 3 T ale. 


ROM clime to clime 
Let others run 
From riſing to the {z:ing ſun ; 
To kill uneaſy time : 
With giddy trembling haſte, 
Let the vain creatures fly, 
To ſearch for dear vanity, | 
d catch ſhort gleams of fluQuaringtaſte. 
Fixt co my native ſpot, 
Wich eaſe and plenty crown'd, 
Content I look around, 
Nor aſk of Heaven a fairer lot. _— 
No Vineyards here demand my care, 
No ſpicy gales perfume the air, 
No citron groves arife ; 
Ihe rugged foil, 
Hardly obedient to the peaſant's toil, 
duch ſoft luxuriance denies. 
Let nature with maternal hand 
A nobler dow'r has giv n; 
3 the birthright of the land, 
Liberty, the choiceſt gift of Heaven. 


fy Mr. irrte, i in the Summer 8 Tale. 


HEN a maid's in the mind to marry, 
Hes San —_ that thinks ſhe'll tarry; We 
IL. Tie 


(110) 


Take my word there's nd time to dally, 


Pr'ythee don't ſtand ſhilly, ſhally, 
Shilly, ſhally, fooliſh man! 
Shou'd ſhe look before ſhe leaps, Sir, 
Or not wed before ſhe ſleeps, Sir, 
You are left in the lurch; all is over ! 
She is fled to ſome happier lover, 
And — may go hang, fooliſh man! 


By Mr. Barrington, in the Summer's Tale. 


Think not that Paddy will palter | 
tecauſa he has broke a rogue's pate, 
The mon that's afraid of a halter, 
Deſer ves not to lofty a fate. 
O Connor fo nobly deſcended 

Wil never ſo meanly deſcend; 
For why ; when my lite it is ended, 

iy then of my life there's an end. 


By Mr. S in the Ca 8 Tale. 


* 


And a happy day will be that day, 
When they ve left me to myſelf Ons, 
With a this way, &c. 

And 1 wou'd they were gone every one. 
Then will J ſeek out for a wife, 

With a this way, &c. 

And a bappy day will be that day, 
When | renew a wedded lite, 

With a this way, &c. 

For Fur way Vil pleaſe my wife. 


HE N my children ate wedded all and oo | 
With a this way, that way, and every uf 
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hat a lu 
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| fhou'd ſhe prove ATM pert and bold, 
ich a this way, &c. 
That a luckleſs day wou'd be that day, 
Jhen I lighted firſt upon a ſcold, 
Vith a this way, ME. 
b! what way's left wr me that am old! 


By Mr. Teadueci. at t Ranelagh Gardens. 


ale AIRCs my Lucy as the day, 
| Brighter than the blooming May ; 
bid revels in her eyes; 

* lip rich nectar lies. 


hen ſhe moves, tis Juno walks; 
Then ſhe ſpeaks, Minerva talks; 
ſhen ſhe ſings, th' angelic ſtrain | 
ight afſuage the fierceſt pain. 


ſp'd within her ſnowy arms, 
bit with all her world of charms ; ; 
le. [us enthron'd let me expire, 

ind 9 bds ! tis all that 1 defire. 

ery w. 


By B Mr. Tenducd, at Rasche Gasen 


IE AR me, ah! do not fly ine; 
L Pity, do not deny me. 

as! what cruel pain 

eel from cold diſdain! 


ll you then leave me? 
n you deceive me? 
1! think what raging ſmart 
WW end my tortur d heatt 
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8 0 Cruel maid, thy ſcorn forbear, 


n 


By Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh Gardens. 


Nor thus my tender boſom tear, 
With ⸗gonizing ſmart; 
My ſoft complainings hear, 
Behold the ſalling tear! 
Ah! judge what anguiſh rends the heart. 
Come, God of Love, aſſert thy ſway, 
And make the fair thy laws obeyʒ 


In vain J ſigh and languiſh, ä 
Nor can his heart regain; 
He glories in my anguiſh, 
And triumphs in my pain. 
Buy Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh Gardens. Ay 
O, deceitful fair one, leave me, 
5 F All thy treach'rous arts are vain ; 
Soothing 1:niles {hail ne'er deceive me, . 
Nor thy trowns e'er give me pain. V 4 
| | | So, deceitful, & a 
Love's reſiſtleſs power invading, ne 
ERobb'd my generous ſoul of reſt; ö 2 
Reaſon, honour. glory, aiding, 133 
Drove the traitor from my breaſt. _ th 
„ iN Co ad S8 o, deceitful, & ; On. 
To ſome fayour'd rival ly, = * 
Fold him in thy wanton arms; 
Soothe hin ; careſs him; then betray, | Tar 
Iill, like me, he curſe thy charms. Phe 
: „ Go, deceitful, & aki 


Th. 


„„ 
Till ſoft relenting, 

And kind conſenting, 

| Eaſe the raging pain 
I feel from her difdain. | 
Come, God of Love, aſſert thy ſway, 
15. And make the fair thy laws obey. 
5 cruel maid, &c. 


By Mr. Tepdeect, » at Ranelagh Girdeas, 


{7 ENUS, queen of tender paſſions, 

ful, 4 Soft diſpoſer of the heart ; | 

All thy amorous inclinations, 

To my Chloe's breaſt 1 impart. 
| Venus, c. 


ie the glitt'ring ſake extended, 

ul, g On a fragrant bank of flow'rs, 

In my Chloe's breaſt are blended 

Scorn and beauty's fatal pow 'rS. 

| | Venus, c. 

Turn, ah! Chloe, turn and hear; 

Pity wretched Damon's woe; 

Alas, what human heart can dear 

7 he force of ſcorn and beauty too'! 
Venus, &c. 


By Mr. Tenducci. at Ranelagh Gardens. 


NDEED, my dear, in vain you ftrive 
1 Je keepa ling'ring flame alive; 
And tho' you fret, and vex, and teaze, 


| No longer cen your Gene blen 
Why do you ſigh, and think it range, 


That 1 owe ove, that! ould range # 
15 1 Obſerve 


OA — ö 


br ( 114) | 
I Obſerve all Nature's viork, you'll ſee | And 
1 They juſtity inconſtancy. Hard 
| : The ſun and moon alternate riſe, | *Twoul 
Ihe ſia:s do wander in the ſkies ; f 
| The earth doth all her bounties bear FF But! 
From ſeaſons varying thro' the year. Lol 
1 Then ſince tis Nature's law to change, It war! 
F! Tis Conſtancy, alone, is ſtrange; 1 To | 
BE And wiy, my dear, ſhould I pretend | O t 
| J GBreat Nature's ſtatutes to amend? | = 1 WOUu « 
"HE 


By Mr. Mattocks ad Miſs Brent i in Thoma: 1 The 
and Sally. 1 


„ Sabin. 
E LL met, pretty maid; 
Nay, don't be afraid; 
I wean you no miſchief, I vow ; 
| Pihaw !. what is't you ail! 4 
Come, give me your pail, 
Ard Tl carry it up to your cow. 


| 8 1 l. v. 
prey ler it alone, 5 
I've hands of my own, | 
Nor net d your's to help me. -—— Forbear ! 
Hoy can you. perfiſt ! 
---won'r,: Sir, be kits' FE | | 
| Nor teaz'd thus- Go trifle elſewhere... 525 5 
5 | 'S u 1 K E. IT eee 
l yon lavely grove, a 
aw an alcove, | 
"a Ronge the 1weet violet forings . 


(ng) 
+ And there was a thruſh, 
Hard by in a buſh, 
Tuould charm you to hear how he ſings. 


SALLY. 
But hark! pr ythee hark 
| Lock yonder's a lark! 
It warbles and pleaſes me ſo, 
Too hear the ſoft tale, 
O' th' ſweet nightingale, 
von not be tempted to go. 


| . 8 QUIRE. 
oma: | Then Bere well fit down : 
Come, come, never frown !_ 
No longer my bliſs I'll retard! 
| Kind Venus ſhall ſpread 
Her veil o'er our head, 
Aud the litile rogue Cupid keep guard. 


A DRINKING SONG. 


| (Tune, Says Plato, why ſhould Man be vain ) 


ILL ſill the bowl with ſparkling wine, 
The joyous rich repaſt prepare ; 
Dink drink, my friends, and ne er repine, 
; Of-fortune's ſfrowns let others ſhare : 

| Thoſe ſhe exalts are but her ſi port, 
The play- -things of her cke mind; 


"og thole who moſt her favours couft, 


$4 
3 
IJ 
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15 — Are in her gifts the moſt behind. 
PER Then unconcery'd, let life glidè an. 
. Let mit employ the iocial hour, 


. For &er-to-moriow's riſing ſun, 
The late may match it from our pow 's, 


And 5 hs Eee 85 5 Drink 


( 116 8 
Drink on, and puſh the glaſſes round, 


Let hope to-day prevent deſpair ; ; 
Let mirth, and joy, and wine abound, 
To-morrow i ts not abs Our care. 


0 D E to M A Y. Sung at Wendet. 
AIRES T daughter of the day, 


* Lovely goddeſs, ſprightly May; 
Hither come with roſes crown'd, 


Painting where you tread the ground, 


At the lov'd approach of thee, 
Shoots the mulb'ry, luſcious tree; 


Vines their tender leaves unfold, 
Nor the fig-tree dreads the cold. 


Nymoh divine, behold the flow'rs 


Riſe to grace thy vernal ſhow'rs; 

WMoodbines ſpangled o'er with dew, 

Deck their arborets for you; 
Tulips rear their glitt ring heads, 


Pinks adorn their fragrant beds ; 
And the ſilver lilſies ſwell, 


And the golden aſphodel. 


Goddeſs with thy veſt of green. 
Goddeſs with thy youthful mien; 
Come and bring thy mines of wealth, 
 Gladnets and her parent health. 


Being along thy virgin train, 


Chaſe away grim care and pain. 


| Now the loves and graces all, 


Zug obedient to thy call. 


PLATO! 
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b AT O's ADVICE. | 
AVS Plato, why ſhould man be vain! 
Since bounteous heav'n has made him great ; 
Why looketh he with inſolent diſdain, 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate? 
Can coſtly robes or beds of down, 
And all the gems that deck the fair ; 
Can all the glories of a crown, 
Give health, or eaſe the brow of care * 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen d ſlave, 
The humble and the haughty die; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction lie. 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore; 
"Their wealth and glory is bereft, | 
And all their honovr 1s no more. 


So flies the meteor thro? the ſkies, 

And {preads along a gilded train, 

When ſhot, tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 

80 tis with us, my jovial ſouls, | 
| Let friendſhip reign while bere we ſtay; ; 
Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls, 
For when Jove calls we muſt away. 


MYRTILLA. 


E chearful virgins, have ye ſeen. 
8 My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 
ATOI To roſe or jeſs mine bow' re 
0 roſe, Kc. 


Where 


2 (its) 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade? 
For ſure ye know the blooming maid, = 

S Sweet as the May-born flowr. 

Sweet as the May-born flow'r. 

Sweet, ſweet as the May-born flow'r. 


Her cheeks are like the maiden rofe 
Join'd with the lilly as it blows, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie. 
Like dew drops gliſt'ning in the morn, 
When Phœbus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her eye. 
Her ſong is like the linnet's lay, 
That warbles chearful on the ſpray, 
Io0o hail the vernal beam. 
Her heart is blither than her ſong, 
Her paſſions gently move long, 
Like the ſmooth gliding ſtream. 


N O woman her envy can ſmother, 
Tho' never ſo vain of her charms; 
Ik a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
T he pride of her heart it alarms, 
New conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancy her power grow leſs ; 
Her poor little heart is ſtill aching, 
At ſight of another's ſucceſs, 
But nature defign'd, 
In love to mankind, 


By Miſs Brent, in the Jovial Crew. 


That | 


N That different beauties ſhould move, 
N Sole monarch in empire or love. 
And leave to your neighbours their due, 


| You'll not be contented with two. 


And impatient y wait for to join in the chace. 


Oer rivers and mountains, all danger defies, 


| From his cloſe, &c. 


| While the dappled victim dies, he dies. 
That 


(119) 


Still pleas d to ordain, 
None ever ſhould reign, 


Then learn to be wiſe, 
New triumphs deſpiſe, 


If one cannot pleaſe, 
You'll find by degrees, 


ACANTATA 
Py Mr. Lowe, at Marybone Gardens. 


Recrrarive: 5 — 

WAE. D by the horn, like the Grlng decked _ 

In in green, Soo | 

| Betimes in the morning the hunters are ſeen, 
With joy on each brow they enliven the place, 


At. 
From his cloſe covert roux d, the flag ſwiftly flies, 
As the arrow that's ſhot from the bow. 


And fears nothing but man his worſt toe. 


Now they trace him thro' ha copſe, 
Panting, ſtruggling, ſee he drops. 
Hark! bark ! rude clamours rend the ſkies, 


While the * &c. 
Thus 


120 


Thhus Britaln's ſons in Harry's reign 
Purſu'd the trembling Gaul, 
Thro' ſtreams of blood, o'er hills of ſlain, 
And triumph'd in his fall. 


Now hollile foes alarm, 

Arm, arm, Britannia, arm. 

Ihen away, 'tis great George gives the word; 
Quit the horn for the hare, 26s the whip for hes 
ſword. 


Quit, &c. 


Like our valiant forefathers; tlic death let us face, A 
Be as glorious in war as we are in the chace. 
Be as glorious, &c. | 


By Mrs. Lampe, at Marybone-Gardens. 
I Set by Mr. Charles Lampe. 
CO 


OME then, come, ye ſportive ſwains; 
Hither, jocund nymphs, advance: 

O'er the ſmooth enamell'd plains, 

Lead along the ruſtic dance. 

| Come, your grateful tributes pay, 

Hail the roly morn of May. 


Now again the riſing year 
Caalls us forth to mirth and joy; 
| Pining grief, nor ſerqid care, 
Shall our feſtive rites annoy. 
Swell then, ſwell the chear'u! lay, 
Hail the coſy morn of May. Sj 
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The SEASON of LOVE 


By Mrs Lampe, at Marybone-Gardens, 3 by 
Mr. Dearle, at the Grotto- Garden. 


Set by Mr. Lampe. | -q 

15 RIGHT Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er, 4 
5 ; His all-cheering beams do nature rettore ; 
Or the | 


he cowllip and daily, the vilet and roſe, ö 
ach garden, each orchard, does fragrance difciole ; 1 
The birds chearful notes are heard in each grove, | 
s face N nature conieſſes the Seaſon of Love, 


The nymphs and the ſhepherds come tripp! "g amain, j 
jj hatten to join in the ſports of the plat a; „„ 
Dur rural diverfions are tree from all Bui e, 
The face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſinile; 
The beat that's fincete in affection, may prove 
All nature gives force to the Seaſon of Love. 


come then, Philander, with Sylvia away, — 
Dur ſriends that expect us accuſe our delay; ; 
Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin ; 

11 ſtrive tor my thepherd, the garland to win, 
But lee his approach, whom my heart does appiove, 
\\ bo makes e ev iy hour the Seaton of Love. 


| By Mr. Mattocks, in Artaxerxes. 
{x7 HEN real joy we miſs, 
VV is foie degree of bliis, 
o reap ideal pleaſure, 
\nd dream of hidden treaſure, 


The he ſoldier dreams of wars, 
And conquers without ſcars; 
Oe M Phe 


(6122) 
The hikes in his ſleep 
With fafety ploughs the deep. 


So I, thro' fancy' s aid, 

Enjoy my heav'nly maid, | 
And, bleſt with thee and love, 
Am greater far than Jove. 


The RECANTATION. 
at enn Set by Dr. Arne. | 


3 


N D kind appointment Cælia made, 

1 And nam( the myrtle bow'r; _ 
There, fretting, long poor Damon Buy 'd 
| Beyond the promis d hour: 
No longer able to contain 

This anxious expeQtation, 
With rage he ſought tallay his pain, 
And vented thus his patlion. 


Ali. 


T o all the ſex deceitful 
A long and laſt adieu, 

Since women prove ungrateful | 
As long as men prove true. 

The pains they give are many, 
And, Oh! too hard to bear ; 

The joys they give if any, 
F ew, ſmart, and inſincere. 


52 | Re CLTA 


ow Czliz 
Had rea 
ith mode 
And chi. 


he ſheph 
His joy 


t. AS Ca- 


A favourite CA x TATA. Sung by Miſs Bren, * 


do“ wit! 
charm 
S love. 
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In br 


(123). 

E: © Rectrarive, 

w Czlia, from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm retreat; 

ith modeſt bluſh ſhe begg d excuſe; 
And chid her tardy feet. | 


he ſhepherd, from each doubt releas's, 
His joy could not reſtrain,  _ 
It, as each tender thought ned, 
„„Irbus chang'd his railing ſtrain. 
Brent, | 
1 AIR. 
| How engaging, how endearing, 
ls a lover's pain and care ! 
| And what joy the nymph's appearing 
| After abſence or deſpair ! 
; W omen wiſe increaſe deſiring 
| By contriving kind delays ; 
And, advancing or retiring, 
All my mean is — more to pleafe. 


By Mr. Beard. Ser by Mr. Howard. 
de Words by Wm. Whitehead, Eſq, Poet-Laureat. 


REciTarivVe. + 
7 HEN Bacchus, jolly god, invites 
Io revel in his ev'ning rites, _ 
vain his altar I ſurround, 
bo' with Burgundian incenſe crown'd : | 
d charms has wine without the laſs; 
S love gives relith to the glaſs. 


Do Eo» 
| While all around, with jocund glee, 
Eli In vrmmers toaſt their fav rite ſhe, 


My Tho! 


6424) 
Tho' ev'ry nymph wy lips proclaim, 5 
My heart til whifpers Chloe's name: wat 4 


* And thus with me, by am'rous ſtealth, 
ih Stiil ev'ry glaſs is Chloe' s health. | 
3 „ | © Al 
1 By Mr. Tenducci, at Ranelagh. 1 
119 1 . | 5 a 5 aj _ 
4 08 by Signor Giardini. heir on 
Os. And p 
1 N 104 f 
_: O T on beauty 8 kasten pleaſure, Au 
_ which no real joys impart, 3 | 
"8 Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure, 7 ug. 
_ Did I fix my youthful heart. 
A | bat Pr, 
f Twas not Chloe's perfect feature, . 
. A tho 
1 Did the fickle wand'rer bind; 5 
0 Is vena 
2 Nor her form, the boaſt of nature ; | 
Wh I 'was alone her ſpotleſs mind. Eds 
4 1 5 . ; Pee his 0 
„ Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, Io ca 
1 Which no real joys impart, _ FS 
1 Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſute, | a For n 
OW Did I hx my youthful heart. porcu 
712.08 Take, ye ſwains, the real bleſſing, A 9 55 
3 That will joys for life enſure ; Jag | 
= The viituous maid alone poſſeſling, 85 1 15 
= Will your lafting bliſs ſecure. 8 I 
ar Then 
= Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, ence, 
=_ Which no real joys impart, Fer u 
WM Nor on beaps of ſordid treaſure, as th 
34 : Did I fix my youthful heart. as the 
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By Mr. Lowe, at Marybone- Gardens. 
The Words by Mr. Lockman. 


AINST the deſtructive wiles of man, 

_J Your hearts, ye fair ones, guard; 

heir only ſtudy's to tiepan, 

And play a trickſter s card: 

ich ltreng⸗ delight poor women they flight, 
Amulc, cajole, belte : | 
ence, girls! lags lack ſharp—take care; 
For men are wond'rous fly. 


hat Proteus man, like him of old, 
A thouſand forms will take; 
lis venal foul is all for gold, 
IA ctocodile, or ſnake. | 
Pee bis dire thread! this ſpider ſpread | 
To catch the female fly; 


ence, girls! beware — look arp take c. care; 


For men are wond'rous fly. 


Porcupine with rage inſpir'd, 
At nyinphs he darts his quills; 
biin by frenzy fit'd. 
His glance by poiſon kills: 
Wich fraudful arts he ſteals their hearts, 
Then throws the baubles by: 


ence, girls! beware look ſharp—take care ; 
For men are wond'rous fly. 


vas the whole race of men to meet 

In one wide-ſpreading plain. 
1 conſtancy, of faith, to treat, 

And virtue's ſpotlels train; 


M3 
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To find a youth renown'd for tuth, 
Whole ages we might try: 


Hence, girls ! beware look ſharp—take care ; 


For men are wond rous ſy. 


The BRIDAL DAY; » Cantata 


By Miſs Smith, at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


REC TATIVE. 
E ſwains, who reap the ripen'd corn, 
And with ſoft muſic bail the morn, | 
| Your fickles lay aſide: Es 
Hence, labour's preſſive hand, away; 
In rural paſtime ſpend the day, 
To charm the new-made bride 


AA K. 
With roſes deck the jeſs' mine bow'rs; 
Beſtrew the verdant mead with flow? rs. 
That Phœbe paſs along; 
Hark, hark! the feather'd race, on wing 
To love's ſoft impulſe warbling ſing 

7 Their ſoft melodious ſong. 


| RECITATIVE. 
Then fill, ye ſwains, the rural reed; 

Let art with nature vie; 

Nor Jet the ſhrill=:on'd lark impede 


Your Partial harmony. 


AA R. 
Whilſt blith as May morning, 
When nature looks charming, 


Th 


he damſ 
„Tris 
The 

1d hail | 


Mrs. ; 


O 


ly love 
ith the 
e thou! 
zut apPi 
baffled 


or virtt 
Then ! 


lis tear 
or Bis 


That | 
lhe p 
de COA 
nd pr 
Protects 
Tho l 


He wa 
hat « 
He ſwe 
That | 


\TA. 


% 


he anifols ſhall dance on the green, 
Tis with beauty replete, 
The fair Phœbe we greet, 

id hail her our paltoral queen 


Mrs. Vircent at Vauxhall, and by Miſs biene, 
at Marybone- Gardens. 8 


Set by Mr. Vates. 
OUNG Strephon, the artleſs, the dangerous 
ſſwwain, 
{y love and eſteem has attempted to gain; 
ith the ſame wicked arts he ſo oft had nies ty 'd, 
e thought to ſeduce one more innocent maid : 
ut app-iz d of his pow'r, of my weakneſs aware, 
beffled his (cheme, and avoided the fnare; 
or virtue | love, and was taughe in my E 


ben 1 gatbei'd a roſe, to beware of the thorn. 


lis tears I neglected, his oaths I de: pis'd; 
or bis heart by thoſe tears, by thoſe oaths, he diſ- 
| ws 4 

What * he brought me 3 choe to decline, 

| he pe odiga| bounty ot art and deſign FF. 
le coax'd, and he flaiter'd, but flatier'd in vain, * 
nd praQtis'd each art, on iny weakneſs to gain: 
protected by prudence, I laugk'd him to ſcorn; 
Tho" I tancy'd the roſe, yet I dreaded the thorn. 


He wantonly boafled what nymphs he had. won, 
hat credulous beauties his arts had undone ; 

He ſwore that his faith ſhould inviolate be, 

That his heart and thoſe tair ones were victims to 


„ me: 
. I told. 


| ( 128 ) 
. 1 I told him his victims, and faith I'd deſpiſe, 


And from ſuch examples would learn to be wile : 


That I never wou d proſtitute virtue to ſcorn, I then t 
Or ſmell at a roſe, to be hurt by the thorn, et in the 
Was the perjur'd betrayer aſham'd of his guilt: 85 
Was his paſſion on viitue, not wantonneſs built; 5 15 
Was his heart as ſincere as his oaths are profane, "MF 4 
I could fancy (| own 1 could fancy) the ſwain: Fa 


But experience has —— me 'tis dang rous oft deli 


V 
And folly to think he can ever bs juſt; F 
So I'll ſtifle my flame, and reje& him with ſcorn, 
Leſt I gralp at the role, and be hurt by the thoin. ! 1 l 
C ANTATA. By Mr. Stanley. LM 
| WV 7 HILE others barter caſe for ſtate. 3 
| And fondly aim at growing great, 1 Im 
Let me, (with roſy chaplets crown'd,) _ oe 
Stretch'd on the flow'-enamell'd ground, 80 
The grape's nectareous juices quaff, 3 5 
Alternate ſing. and love, and laugh. : Oh! th 
Already fee the purple juice „ 
Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe ad yo 
A ſecond youth | — Again, the bowl _ _ 
With warm defires inflames my foul. . 
Rrcirarivs. 5 | 
Quickly, ah quickly ! mult leave | Q 
The joys which wine and beauty givez _ pt 
Soon muſt I quit my wanton mirth, _ -- D 
And mingle with my parent earth, | | 
Where kings, diveſted of their ſtate, | 1 


W ith ſlaves ſuſtain. a common fate. 


Let] 
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wite : A1R. : | 
n, {i then the preſent hour be mine. 
et in the joys of love and wine 

Fl ome, ye virgi in throng, advance, | 
oY ad mingle in the ſprightly dance: 
ne Joche lyre's enchanting ſcund 
n: Nimbly tread the blithſoine round; 
cus of bile the ge: nial bowl infpires 

I il 

Pott denn and gay deſires. 
_ By Mr. Beard, in the Jovial Crew. 


horn. Made love to Kate. 
Long I figh'd for ſhe, 
Till J heard of late, 
Sbe'd a mig g for me: 
I met her on the green, 
In her beſt array; 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, 
| She ſicie my heart away. 
Ph! then we kiſs d and preſs d; were we much o 

blame? 


lad you been in my place, you'd have done the 
| ſame. | 


As! fonder grew: 
She began | to prate, 
Quoi:: ſhe—- ll marry you, 
And you ſhall marry Kate; 
But then [ laugh'd, and ſwore, 
| lov d her more than ſo; 
Ty'd each to a rope's end 
15 tugging to and fro. 


Let] i | Again 


1.40 
Again we kiſs'd and preſs'd ; were we much t 
. blame? | be 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done th; 
oo ws 
I hen ſhe ſigh'd, and faid, 
She was wond'rous ſick, 
Dicky Katy fed. 
_ Katy ſhe led Dick: 
| Long we toy d and play'd 
Under yonder oak, 
Katy loſt the game, 
Tho' ſhe play'd in joke; „„ 
For there we did, alas ! what I dare not name.; 


Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 


Braung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Baildon. 
TL YJARK ! the birds begin their lay, 
2 Flowrets deck the robe of May : 
See the little Jambkins bound. 
Playful, over the clover-ground ; 
While the heifers ſpoitive low; 
Where the yellow cowllips blow; 
While the heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


Now the nymphs and ſwains advance 
 Ofer the lawn in perſe& dance; 
Garlands from the hawthorn bough 
Grace the happy ſhepherd's brow ; 
While the laſſes, in array, 
Wait upon the queen of May; 

While the, &c. | 


Innocence, 


INNOCENCE 
Fill the n 
Mirth, t 
Healih, 

Labour 
And pal 
Aabour | 
Ah! wt 
Monarc 
Love in 


uch t 


ne the 


+ 
3 "98 


, [| ONG time my heart had rov'd, 
5 PE 


«A 


Each girl I faw, I ſwore 1 lov'd, 


'No imperfection did a ppear, 
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Innocence, content and love, 

Fill the meadows and the grove; 

Mirth, that never wears 4 frown, 

Health, with ſweetneſs all her own; 

Labour puts on Pleaſure's ſmile, 

And pale Care forgets his toil ; 
Abour puts, &Cc. 


Ah! what pleaſures fhepherds know! 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow ; | 
Love improves each happy hour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch in ſtore. 

Learn, ambition, learn from hence, 
Happinels 1 is Innocence. 


LOVE and CONSTANCY. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Sei by Dr. Ane, 
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Inconllant as the wind; 
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Till one my heart confin'd, 
Till one my heart confin'd, 

| The maid was blithe, was young and fair, 
From affectation free: 

The maid was blithe, was young and fax; 
From affectation free: 


W bile the look d kind on me. 


When her my pain I told, 
And all my grief confets'd, 

The inſolence of female price 
Her cold diſdain exprels'd, 
Fler cold, Kc. x; | Rn i FO 


(032). 


The beauty I eſteem'd before, it when | 
Appear'd deformity ; e gap'd— 
The beauty, &&. d while 
Each charm I thought a charm no more, auty and 
She was unkind to me: 1 
Each charm, &c. 7 The ſtre 
Forbear, fond youth, no more Whoſe 
The ſex's weakneſs ſ can; | Com) 
"Twas not inconſtancy, or pride, Com} 
| But trial of the man, | But in t 
But trial of the man: Es All hea' 
When time had prov'd my flame ſincere, | Too 
She own'd the fame to me, Too 
When time, &c. > | 
Not love alone can win the fair, je Wake 
But love and conſtancy: 5 
Not love, &c. e own fall 


A i ours 5 ght ext 
CCVYMON and IPH IGENIA. A Cantatzh here he 
| Sung by Mr. Beard. Set by Dr. Arne. |alf-rais' 


j + WROTTA TIVES. | h, Cyn 
|», | thick grove, whoſe deep embow iI hon 
ing ſhade 55 rſue tl 
Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, he clov 
A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, pt thus 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repole: | | 
Thither retir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, PF Thyj 
And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. In wal 
Cymon a clown, who never dreamt of love, Woe. 


By chance was ſtumping to the neighb' ring grove; Th 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whittled as he went for want of thought; 
1 75 e 


3 (133) 

it when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

e gap'd—he ſtar d — her lovely form ſurvey'd ; 

d while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 

auty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 
5 Ai. e 

The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 

Whoſe gloſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene 

But in thy boſom, charming maid, 

All heav'n itſelf is fure diſplay'd, 

Too lovely Iphigene, 

Too lovely Iphigene. 

F '  RecIiTATIVE.. 

je wakes, and flarts—poor Cymon trembling 
ſtands; | | 1 OS 


own falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands : 
jight excellence, faid he, diſpel all fear; 
antatzh here honour's prefent, ſure no danger's near. 
alf-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 
h, Cymon ! if 'tis you I need not riſe ; 
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boy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain : Wi 
furſue thy way, and let me ſleep again, | 4 
: he clown, tranſported, was not filent long, ml 
t thus with extacy purtu'd his ſong; 1 
I | | 185 | An. 5 "= 
Thy jetty locks that careleſs break, 
| in wanton ringlets, down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring mien, = 
ove; Thy love-infpiring mien; OD 


7 HE N Phcebus the tops of the hills di Sage 3s 


Etecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground 


„ 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 


And taper ſhape, inchant nie lo, __ Withinks 

die for Iphigene. till we 

I die ſor Iphigene. glor 
RECITATIVE. ee how 


Amaz'd, the liſtens, nor can trace from whenceſſjd wingec 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe : , on {. 
She gazes- finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, at his e 


Ach thinks he might improve his auk'ard gate; crie 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, now hi 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. he pan 
Thus mighty love cou'd teach a clown to plead; ed | 

And nature's language ſuteſt will ſucceed. 
R Mr. Ct 

; Lows 8 a pure, a ſacred fire, 

Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; \ Fond 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 5 
And elevate, end ele vate the human foul : 1 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate ib tbeit 
Had made our lives of too long date; d reag | 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, o r 
Bleſt with beauty and with love, 
We talte what angels do above. bon we 
What angels do above. I 


D U ET. By Mr. Beard and Mig Your | hus lovi 


m the 


dorn, 
adorn Ed in 1 


How ſweet is the found of the echoing horn! 


W hen the antling ſtag is rouz d with the found, es : 


Ar nen gl 
gy, 3 


„ A038 3) 
dthinks he has left us behind on the plain: 


ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the 
_ glorious game. 


ee how again he rears up his head, 15 
hence winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed: 
:P. oh! 'tis in vain that he flies, 
ait, Wit his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 
ate; cries: 
now his ſtrength fails him, be heavi ty flies, 
id. F he pants till with well- ſcented hound: turround- 
lead; ed he dies. 


Mr. Chumpoes, in the Entertainment of Arcadia 
Set by Mr. Battiſnill. 


\ Fond father's bliſs is to number his r= 
And exult on the bloom that juſt buds on 5 
their face : 
ith their prattle he'll daily himſelf entertain, 
d read in their ſmiles their loy 'd mother again. 
n of pleaſures, be mute; this is life's lovely 
view ; 


hen we look on our y young « ones, our youth \ we 
renew. 


4 


ung hus loving we live, and thus loving enjoy; ; 
Ius d deceit here diſtracts, no debeuches dettray 5. 

om the May-morn of youth to winter's white age, 
and in hand with contentment we ling thro' lite's 
d, ſtage ; | 
art d when death bids us ; ſtop, we end eaſy our ſcig, 
hen give the gods thanks that we've by d well ſo 


'oog, J 
| N 2 | LOVE 
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LOVE REWARDPD. A dame! 
WII Phebus I often aroſe Les 850 
I o0o feaft on the charms of the ſpring, Wide © 
The tragrance to ſmell of the roſe, . * va 
Or liſten to hear the birds ſing : oxy 
When linnets exalted their ſtrains, ah 
The muſic enchanted my ear; | 
My eyes too were bleſs d on the plains Iwelve 
With various ſweet blooms of the year. And 
When Chloe ſhone ſmiling fo gay, IVhy d 
I there fix'd the ſcene of delight; | Wh) 
My thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the day, | Ceaſe, 
I faw her in dreams all the night: | And 
Still muſing on Chloe I walk d. Ah! v 
My harvelt no more in my thought: lo 
Of nothing but Chloe I talk'd; _ | Then 
Ner ſmiles were the harveſt I ſought. Vie 
No longer the warblers could pleaſe ; But w' 
No longer the roſes look'd gay; J to 
For muſic, and ſweetneſs, and eaſe, | Shou! 
Were loſt, if my love was away: | WI 
I tun'd to her beauties my lays, You « 
I fiudy'd each art that could move; N 
She took the kind tribute of praiſc, J How 
And paid it with fondneſs and love. Bf 
. | Es Wh 
The Words by Mr. Gay. New ſet by Mr. Jackſon, b 
. oe „ Rreir gr. ay 
WAS when, the ſeas were roaring, | 1 


Wich hollow blaſts of wind. 


ng, 


korn, 
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A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin d: 
Wide o'er the toaming billows 
She caſt a wiſhtul look ; | 
Her head was crown d with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


| Alk. d 
Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days, 


Why didft thou, vent'rous lover, 


Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled eu 


And let my lover reſt; 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my brealt ? 


The merchant, robb'd of plenfure, 


Views tempeſts with deſpair ; 


But what's the loſs of treaſure. 


To the loſing of my dear? 


| Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 


Where gold and di'monds grow, 


You'd find a richer maiden, | 


But none that loves you ſo. 
How can they ſay that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain ? 
Why then, beueath the water, 
Do hideous rocks remain? 
No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


3 . Thus 
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You've now laid aſide your nonſenſical jars, 


(138) 
Thus melancholy lying, 


Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, ſea-fart 
Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, E145 Bid the 
Each billow with a tear: Pound bo 
| When o'er the white waves ſtooping, And ou 
His floating corpſe ſhe 'ſpy'd ; he land 
Then like a lilly drooping, I Haver 
She bow 00 her head and 95d. N ut Ware 


Is the | 


By Mr. Beard, in Thomas and Shu. |, Joh, 


der by Dr. Arne. 5 | Of no 

R 0 M lowing the ocean, and Se moun- May Brit 

F nw, | At all 

In Old England we're landed once more; lo quicl 


Your hands, my brave comrades, halloo, boys, what Steady 


cheer No igno 

For a ſailor that's juſt come aſhore Fu, Or he 
Thoſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us, no | 
doubt, = A 


And to cut vs and flaſh ae Morden 
But hold there—avaſt—they were plaguily out; 
We have ſlic'd them, and peppei'd them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your. gen conſequence FA 
know. | 
Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right ; 


The Lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, * 
But ſhould never be put in a fright. Fer h 
nd th 


Your damn'd party and idle conteſt ; 
Then let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for bis country the beſt, 


dun- 
vhat 


> NO 
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i ea-faring ſpark, if the 12840 can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gypſies look to't ; 

und bottoms they find us in ev'ry reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 


Have more art to perſuade and the like ; 


Is the —_— we're villing to ſtrike. 


he landſmen, mayhap in the way of diſcourſe, 


But Ware thoſe fajte colours, for better for worſe, 


ow long ve the king. may he proſperous reign, 


Of no power, no faction afraid; 


At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd. 


May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o er the main, 


'o quickſands endanger, no ſtorms * 


Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe fail ; 


No ignorant pilots e'er fit at her helm, | 
Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


A HUNTING SONG. 
uy Mr. Andrews, at Sadler $- - Wells. 


8 TIVE. 


* 04 E whiſtling plowman hails the biuſking) 


dawn, 


The thrvſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note; 
oud ſings the blackbird thro' refounding groves, 


And the lark ſoark to meet the rifing fun. 


A I . 
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AK: 
Away to the copſe, to the copſe lead away, 
And now my boys throw off the hounds, _ 
| 1 11 warrant he ſhews us, he ſhews us ſome play, 
See yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds, 
See yonder he [kulks thro” the grounds. 


Then ſpur your briſk courſers, ſmoke” em,my bloods 

I Is a delicate ſcent lying morn ; 

What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo the hounds and the horn? 
The hounds and the horn, 

The hounds and the horn, 

The houads and the horn, 

__ Betwixt echo the hounds 2nd the horn. 

Fach earth ſee he tries at in vain, 

| The cover no fafer can find; 

So he breaks it and ſcowers amain, 

And leaves us at diſtance behind. 


O'er rocks, and ofer rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger weſcom; 

Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die, 

Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps through the dale, 

All parch'd from his mouth hangs bis tongue ; ; 
His ſpeed can no longer prevail. 

Nor his liſe can his cunning prolong 


From our ſtaunch and fleet pack, "ewas in va n tha 
he fled, 1 

Bee his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn; 

The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 

Aud ſhout to the ſound of the horn, 


, EY. = 


ay, 


floods, 


e; 


- that 


Dy 


(141) , 
By Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 
HERE fhall Delia fly for ſhelter ? 


In what ſecret grove or cave? 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the young, the gay, the brave. 
Tho? with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns: 
Cupid ſhoots like Hayman's archer, 
Whereſoe er the damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, 9000 ſenſe, and beauty, 
(If diſcretion guide us not) | 

Sometimes are the ruthan's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot : 


Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 


Now commanded by the peer, 
Now ſome ſubtle mean invader 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mamas miſtake, 


Stinting flame by bating fewel, 


Always careful and awake. 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 

Weigh the licence, weigh the banns : 
Mark my fong upon your har GY 

Wear i It on your knots and fans. 
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SOME THI N G N E W. 
By Mits Davies, at Vauxhall: 


& 


Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


N all anke tho race, 
The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wond'rous to purſue; 
424 both in country and in town, 
The curious courtier, cit and clown, 
Solicit Something New, 


The poets ſtill from nature take, 

And what is ready-made they make ; 
Hiſtorians muſt be true: 

How therefore ſhall we find a road, 

Thro diſſertation, ſong, or ode, 

To give you Something New? 


They ſay virginity is ſcarce 

As any thing in proſe and verſe, 
And ſo is honour too: 

The papers of the day imply 

No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for Something New. 


We ſee a- like the woeful dearth 
In melancholy, or in mirth ; 

What then ſhall ladies do: ? 
Seek virtue as th' immortal prize ; ; 
In fine, be honeſt, and be wiſe, 
For chat is Something New. 


The 


He. 
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The IDES of MAY. 
By Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


H E proſpect clear'd, around is heard 
Ihe muſic of the hive; 
The bloſſoms blow, the ſpirits flow, 
And nature's all alive:  _ 
In ev'ry grove the work is love, 
The word is, © Sing and play ;” 
From eve to morn the ſages warn, 
« Ye maids, beware of May!“ 


Each lively ſcheine, each am'rous theme, 
Our nywphs and poets chuſe ; _ 
The dance delights, the ſong invites, 
As mitth provokes the muſe: 
The war's no more, our chiefs come oer; 
Again the grave ones ſay, 
„ Whele'er ye tread, temptation's ſpread ; 
_ ** Beware the [des of 18 5 


A Paſtoral Dialogue. Sung at Vauxhall. 


He. 4 AS TE, haſte, Phillis, haſte, tis the firſt 
of the May! 


Hark, the goldfinches lng, to the wood let's 
away; 

7 We'll pluck the pale primroſe ; nay, Rare, not 
my dear, 


I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your ear, ES: 
Pre ſomething to whilper alone 1 in your ert. 
| She... * © 


=” 
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. the, Excuſe me, fond ſwain, it has often been ſaid, 


The wobd'ls unſafe for a maiden to tread ; 


And a wither'd old gypſey, one day ! eſpy'd, 


Bid me ſhun the thick wood, and ſaid ſome- 
thing beſide, | 


5 Bid me ſhun, &c. 


. *Tis all a mere fable; there's nothing t to fright; 

There's muſic all day, and no ſpeQres at night; 

No creature but Cupid, believe me, is there, 
And Cupid's gr ogg you urey can't fear, 


And Cupid's, a 


For all I could rl when arriv'd at the wood, 


Who knows your deſign ! you may dare to be 
+. | . 


So l bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm afraid, 
Left Cupid and you be too bard for a maid, 
| Left Cupid, &c. 


His dictates you wiſely at once . approve, 


For pray what is life? it is pain without love : 


Think how youth, like the roſe, tho' unga- 


ther'd, will fade; 


Then quickly comply, leſt you die an old maid, 
Then quickly, &c. 


. By language as artful young Daphne was won ; 
"Thus courted, the yielded, was trick'd, and 


vadons ;- | 


And rather than truſt the fine things you have 


ſaid, 


Ia my beauty decay, and L die an old maid, 
7: IE wy W &c. 
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id, Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the wind; 
PI] be true as the turtle, as fond. and as kind: 
d. Will lead vou to pleaſure untaſted before, 


And make you a bride ; can a mortal do more ? 
And make you, &. 


(be, Then at once 'H comply. for cannot tay no; 


ht; To-morrow t church with my f:-phejd I'll 
ht: go; 
e, | To the woo?! vet, tho? Cupid fo talc'd of be 
4 | tre re, 


With joy iH away, and adicu to all ſon, 
With joy, &c. 


both. Ye nywphs, to the woods never venture to go; 

Till the prieſt join your _ you muft an- 
ſwer, No, no: | 

Ye ſwains, ſhould your fair ones be deaf t to 


you till, 
ve, 1 You muſt wear the ſoft cha ; then they i 90 
e where you will. | 
ga- You mut wear the toft chain; then they 1 20 
here you will 5 
id, SED © e : 
CANTA TA. By Mrs. Scott, at Ranelagh, 
n; Set by Mr. Stanley. _ 
und 


RECITATIVE. 85 

zwe A $ ben. bleſt with ev'ry grace, | 
4 lnvok'd toft muſic's needleſs aid, 

d, Completely conquer'd by her face, 

: Thus gentle * ſailing faid : | 5 

He. „ AIR. 


i 6 


| AIR. | | 
Where partial nature may deny 1 5 -olic, bu 
The pow'r of beauty's melting glance, ymphs « 


Let tedious labour toil and try 
To ſwell the ſong, or form the dance 

But tet your charms alone ſuffice, 

: And truſt the muſic of your eyes. 


RECITATIi VE. 
Damon who chanc'd to over- hear, 
Thus ſpoke as he approach'd more near : 
He flatters ; do not truſt the ſwain, 
But liſten to my honeſt ſtrain. | 
„ OO Z The 
Wonders are told of beauty's pow'r, N 

Nor faintly warms the tunetul lay; 


Jour voice and perſon ev'ry hour * By 0 
By dozens ſteal our hearts away: 5 
Then how trifling is the prize, e a 


Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes! 5 


Ah! lovely nymph, indeed to bleſs, | 
Select the worthieſt ſwain you've won, = 0. 

Who, parting ſound and colour leſs, 1 My 
Admires you for your ſenſe alone; 

Then leave all little arts behind, 


And ſtudy to iniproye the mind. He 
By Miß Brent. The Words and Muſic by Dr. Arne 15 
W 


YMPHS and ſhepherds,come away, | 
Wanton in the ſweets of May; OW 

| Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawns, | — os 

Wanton as the bounding fawns : 


Frolic 


( 147 ) 
Folic, buxom, blithe, and gay, 
5 mphs and ſhepherds, come away. 


NG. 


0 U NG Sukey blythe and gay, 
| Whom Roger oft had ſeen, | 
Hie mournful ſung his lay 
| 10 this fair May-day queen: 
Hie long had ſigh'd in vain, 
His paſſion to declare, 
Tho' Sukey knew his pain, 
She wou'd not 2 hear: 


== 
— — 


. 
Me ee 
WE 
* 


— 
<4.» * — — 


By chance ſhe one day came 
To Roger's lonely walk, 
He bow'd unto the dame, 
And thus began to talk ; 
Forgive a 1uſtick ſwain, 
Whole paſſion is ſincere, 
My heart is true, tho' plain, 
Tis Sue muſt be my dear. 
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He a W her hand, * 
b be glowing, trembling ſaid, 1 


Ain Oh! Roger you command, 
[8 Ah me! poor filly maid : 
What joy, beyond expretling, 
FE United both their hearts, 
When pleaſing pain poſſeſſing 
5 Thrill thro' cemented parts. 
Tolic Þ Oz 
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A clown lay aſleep. by a river ſo deep, 


His boſom was bare, and for whiteneſs ſo rare, 


She play'd with his eyes, till he wak'd in Curpriſe. 


She preſs'd his coy cheek. to her boſom ſo fleek, 
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F ON G. Sung by Mr. Dearle, at F nch | 
Grotto gardens. a 


S Phillis the gay. at the break of the diy; 
Went forth to the meadows a maying, 


That round in meanders was ſtraying. 


Her heart 1 it Was gone without warning, 1 0 lea 
With cheeks of ſuch hue, that the roſe wet 1 th 


de w. | 
a hen 
Ne'er look'd half f io freſh in a morning. | Log 


he cull'd the new hay, and down by him ſhe lay, o qu 


Her wiſhes oo warm for diſguiſing. 


8 0 


And bluſh'd like the ſun at his riſing. 


She ſung him a ſong, as he lean'd on his prong, 
And reſted her arm on his ſhoulder, 


And taught his two arms to enfold her. 
The ruſtic grown kind, by a kiſs told his mind, 
And call'd her bis dear, and his bleſſing, 3 
Together they itray'd, and ſung, frolickd, and play” 
And what they did more there's no zuelling, 1 


he 


s ON G. Sung by Miſs Brent, at Vaurhalf Wi 
O UN Damon ſtrives my love to gain, And 
He ſighs, he fickens, but in van, By ir 


His looks expreſs a heart-felt pain, The 
And mine returns a cold diſdain: 8 
e N | Unhapy - 


. 
. _ Unhappy Damon, thus to love, 
Finch 


That never was deſign'd above. 


ince e'er 1 told him o'er and o'er, 

U pledg'd my word and truth before, 
And beg'd he wou'd perplex no more, 
lis ſighs were vain, more vain his pow'r ; 
Unhappy Damon, thus to love, 

hat never was deſign'd above. 


day, 
ing, 


rare, When you perſuade the conſtant dove, 


: 15 leave her mate, inconſtant prove, 

wet w nd thro' the deſert woodlands rove, 
Then ll deceive the ſwain I love; 
But ne'er till then will | agree, 

ſhe lay, T o quit my love who loves like me. 


ſurpriſe | 8 0 N G. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall 
4 Gardens. | | 

ong, IKE a  wood-nymph in form: and Diana in 
b mind, 

ſleek, To rural delights lovely Daphne cli ; 


roves, fountains, and meadows, could only invite : 

low ſtrange that a virgin ſo model'd for love. 
0 playl Fhould thus frown averſe, and its joys diſapprove. 
| And vow ſhe would never be married. 


ling. | | 
hen Sol drove his chariot, thro' morn's golden gate» 
Or when clad in purple, the ſun fat in flate; 
aux hall 
„With exercife grac'd, ſhe'd aſcend the tall hill, 
ain, And looking a goddels, trace nature's vaſt {kill ; 
By innocence guarded, contented and free, 
Then BOmeWarc ſhe'd ſing, O how happy are we, 
| That never, that never were married. 
Inhapf fe 1 | Q: 3 . | Bua. 


e Faure from man, from the gay and polite, 
und, 
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But once as the charmer her pleaſure began, 

A ſatyr in mind, tho' in form he was man, 
Surpris'd her alone—and began to be rude, 
Till Strephon advanc'd, and the monſter fubdu'd; 
Her guardian at leaſt muſt her gratitude move, 
And ſhe ſaid to herſelf — (but the hint was from love 
|  Methinks I could like to be married 


Then Strephon, who lov'd the dear creature before, 
His paſſion avow'd-—could the ſhepherd do more ? 
Yes he could - and he did—but what? you will ſay, 
Why he led her to church—and not ted her aſtray, 
Now fiienaſhip and love, all their pleaſures prolong, 
She ſings like a wond-lark, and this is her ſong, | 

| Em glad to my heart that I'm married. 


SONG The Four Miſſes 


Tune, Balance a Straw. 
think on one's follies keene i is but right, 


got by't : 
How many ways mortals purſue after bliſs, 
: But ſtill the genteeleſt is keeping a miſs: 
Luhe prudent are conſtant to one and no more, 
But, like a blockhead, wut dabble with four ; 
Il tell you the it names, tho" you'll call me a rake, 
£ Miſs-foriune, Miſs-conduct, Miſs-chance and Mile 
take. | 


Four. jilis ſo. deſtrutive, four brimſtones ſo va; 
By Jove ! were ſufficient to drive a man mad: 
I ho jealouty oft make the fair difagres, 

Us "Pp all united in kindneſs for me ; 
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L And reflection is good, tho' there's nothing 1 


In life's v 
And ſeen 
So fimpl: 
Of Miſs: 

[ 
At lengt 
Thus wi 
« You'\ 
« Get 3 
[ thoug 
Becauſe 


And no 


Miſs- fo 


e, 
1's- 


In 


(11) | 
In life s wanton paths they ſeduc'd me to firay, 2 * 6 
And ſeem'd to ſpread fluv'rs of del'gat in my way : : 
So ſimple was I, I'd have dy d ter the fake _ 


Of Miſs-fortune, Miſ>-conduct, 
Miſs take. 


At length fair diſcretion, with 4 combin d, 
Thus whiſper'd advice, and it dwelt on my mind * 
* You've ſurely not got em, for better for worſe 3 


Miſ-chance and 


« Get at once into bus'nels, youll get a divorce.” 


thought *rwas my duty to part with 'em too, 
Becauſe they ſo long had detain'd me from you : 


And now, do but buy, and l' ever torſake 


Miſs-fortune, Miis- conduct, Mis chance and Miſs- 
take. 


"bs ON G. Niny-Eve, or Kate of Aherdeon 


HE filver moon's enamoured beam 
-teals ſoftly through the night, 


| To wanton with the winding iireamn, 


And kiſs reflected ght: 


To courts begone heart- ſoothing Nleep, 


Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of berdeen. 1 
The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 9 
In primroſe chap! ets gay, ) 
Till. morn vabars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 
The nymphs and ſwains ſhall al declare 
\ The promis'd May—when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half fo fair, 
35 Vie of Aberdeen. | 
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Ii tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hall the maid l love: | 
At her approach, the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new dreſs'd green ; 


Fond birds, *tis not the morning breaks, | 


"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blithſome o'er the Lewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay; 

Til May in morning robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; | 

The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


S ON G. 


N AT heart but owns fair virtue's pow 'C, 

_ Chearing till each dark diſtreſs; | 
She wings With peace the mortal hour, 
And crowns our withes with ſucceſs. 


Not 3 ſummer's purple treaſures, 
Lending fragrance to the year, 


Vield ſuch bright, fuch bliſsful pleaſures, 


As when virtue's charms appear. 


Da Capo, What, 40 
CHoRUS| 


W'r, 


: 
a 


it, &c 
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CHORUS. 


Rejoice, rejoice, rejoice, 
Exalt the chore} voice; 
Vice in confuſion flies, 
And virtue gains the prize. 


$. 0 N 8. 


ENT LE youth, O tell me why 

ears are ſtarting om my eye? 
When each night from you |! part, 
Why the ſigh that rends my heart? 
Gentle youth, O tell me true, 
If it is the ame with you? 


Tell me, when ſharp pains i ſeel, 
Pungent as the wounds of ſteel, 
When love pierces to the heart, 
Why! bleſs the pointed dart. 
Gentle youth, O tell me true, 
If it is the ſame with you? 


Tell me when th' appointed hour 
Calls me to the ſecret bow'r, 
| Bluſhing. trembling, why run, 

: Fariicr than the riſing (un. 

Gentle youtl:, O tell me true, 
If i it is the ſame with you | ? 


CHLOE 


Mc 
e n 


would chuſe, 

I pray you diſtruſt not the truth of my muſe; 
Tho' I tell you in rhyme, yet believe me ſincere, 
Pil ſpeak in plain terms, have but patience to hear. 


To thy ſelf, thy dear ſelf, are my wiſhes confin d, 
WW! 1 ſigh for thy perſon, but doat on thy mind; 

W: So eaſy your conduct, your wit, and your air! 
1 as meaneſt perfection you * that you re 
air. 


SN repine not at fortune aboundiog or ſinall, 
Without thee is nothing, but with thee is all ; 
For a needful ſupport ne'ertheleſs I wou'd move, 
Tis hard for a lady to live upon love. es 


I find its politeneſs all center'd in you; 
To ſome quiet retirement we both wou'd repair, 
Your joy, my ambition, your pleaſure my care. 


Thus, my angel, our lives wou'd roll gently away, 
And my love, like thy virtue, ſhall never decay; 
In this bleſt condition I ne'er ſhall repine, 
Freuden tis your with as much as tis mine. 


PHILLIS ad JOCKEY. 


| | T HE other day to grief betray” d 
1 By Jockey's cold diſdain, 
I fought a cooling conſcious ſhade, 


_ To ſoothe my am'rous pain : 


And 


IN CE: you aſk me, dear Chioe, what we 1 1 


To the town, with contempt, I wou'd ſoon bid adiew 0 


iſe i 


1 
And on a x limpid river's brink, 
Beneath the ſpreading trees, | 
Where herds and flocks refort to drink, 
I joy'd the fanning breeze. 


I Thebirds to tell their little loves, 


eu? 


Ys 


All ftrain'd their warbling throats, 


And echo anſwer'd through the Stores 


The modulated notes: 

The meads and lawns in motly dyes, 
Diffus'd their ſweets around, 

And various beauties met my eyes 
Along the enamell'd ground. 


Soon was my ev'ry ſenſe ſuppteſs'd, 


In leaden ſlumbers ſtole ; 


| Each care was lull'd within my breaſt, 


And ſleep inform'd the whole: 


„ Methought while thus I lay reclin'd, 
| Cry'd, Phillis, calm thy tortur'd wed, 


The rover of the plain 


For Jockey's thine again. | 


| Then ſtarting at ſo ſweet a ſound, 
With rapt'rous joys in view. 


| | Too ſoon myſelf awake I found; 


And on my ſhepherd flew. 


| Think, fair ones, how ſurpriz'd was I, 


How ſhocking it muſt ſeem, 


| To find no Jockey had been by, 


And all my bliſs a dream. 


CHLOE's 
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x | 3 : 2 r e her ait and her mein, 


e 
c HLO E- ſweet K 58 2 5. 


E A R Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 


For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
But why in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 


I am not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 


'Then prithee, dear Chloe, be kind ; 


For ſince | love thee beyond meaſure, 


To numbers I'll n&'er be contin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 


Count the flowers that enamel the fields, 


Count the flocks that on Tempe are ttraying, 


Or the grain that rich Sicily yields: 


Count how many itars are in Heaven; 


Go number the ſands on the thore ; 


And when to many kiſſes you've given, 


1 ſtill ſhall be alking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 


A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine, 


In my arms I'd to ever enfold thee, 


And twiſt round thy neck like a vine 


What joy can be greater than this is ? 


My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent ; 


| But the wretch who can number his kiſfes, 


Will always with few be content. 


| DAMON and PLAVELLA. 


HE N beſt, by fond Damon, Plavella was 


_ ſeen, 


*. The | : * 


The cha 
Not wal 
From fri 
And ” 
New ch 
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And oh! 
Yet ſtill 
Tila ſi 
Now pr 
Grows « 
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The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 


Not warm as a lover, but cool as a friend : 
From friendſhip, not paffton, his raptures did move, 


land the ſwain bragg d bits heart Was a ſtranger to 


love. 
New charms he diſcover'd, as more the was known, | 
Her face grew a wonder, her taſte was his own, 
Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 
And oh ! what dear virtues beam'd forth in her mind: 
Yet ſtill for the ſanction of friendſhip he ſtrove, 
Till a figh gave the omen, and ſhew'd it was love. 


Now proud to be conquet d, he ſighs for the fair, 
Grows dull to all pleature, but being with her; 
He's mute, while his heart-itrings are ready to break; 


or the fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak: 


And wanders, 2 willing example to prove, 
That friendſhip with woman is ſiſter to love. 


A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give offence, 

Not a dupe to ber ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe; | 
His paſſion, nor wrinkles, nor age can allay, 

Since founded on that which can never decay: 

And time, that will beauty's ſhort empire remove: 
lacreafin g her reaſon, increaſes his love. 


The N U N. 
Sung by Miſs Stevens, at Vauxhall. 


CURE a laſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſt as of late I have been; 
wr not, © vow, any harm 1 have done, 


2 my mother oft tells me ſhe' Il have mea nun, 


2 | Pſy 
RC Don't 


Don't you think it « pity a Girl ſuch as I, 

Should be ſentenc'd to Pray, and to faſt, and to cry? 
With ways ſo devout, I'm not like to be won, 
And my heart it loves frolick too well for a nun. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe and ſwear, 
ls a thouſand times better to me, I declare; 
I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone ; 


Nay, beſides Pm too handſome, I think, for a nun. 


Not to love or be lov'd, O I never can bear, 


Nor yield to be ſent to, one cannot tell where, 


Io live or to die in this caſe were all one, 
Nay, I ſooner wou'd die, than be reckon'd a nun. 


Perhaps, but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me fo, 
I'm ſure, were ſhe me, ſhe would ſhortly ſay no; 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 

And be married, in ſpite, that I mayn't be a nun. 


The DIS TRE SS“ D MAID. 
| O F all the experience, how vaſt the ainount, 


: Since fifteen long winters I fairly can count 
Was ever poor damſel ſo ſadly betray'd. 
For to live to theſe years and yet ſtill be a maid. 


Ve heroes triumphant, by land or by ſea, 

Sworn vot'ries to love, yet unmindful of me, 

You can ſtorm a ſtrong fort, or can form a blockade, 
Yet ye ſtand by like daſtards, and ſee me a maid. 


| Ye lawyers ſo juſt, who with ſlippery tongue, 
Can do what you pleaſe, or with right or with 
Can it be or by law, or by equity ſaid, [wrong, 
a That a e young gif ought to die an old maid? 
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Ye learned phyficians whoſe excellent ſkill, 
Can fave, or demoliſh, can cure, or can kill ; 
To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
Whois ſick, very ſick, of remaining a maid. 


Lou fops I invoke not to liſt to my ſong, 
Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong. 


ve echoes of echoes, and ſhadows of ſhade, 


For if I had you 1 might fill be a maid. 


DAMO N and E OE. 
AV Damon long ſtudy' d my heart to obtain, 
The prettieſt young W that pipes on 
the plain; 
I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare 'twas amiſs, 
And I'd often fay no, when I long'd to ſay yes. 


| Laft Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 


1 And brought me two lambkins to witneſs his flame ; 
| Ob! take theſe he cry d, thou more fair than their 


fleece: 


Icould hardly ſay no, though aſham'd to \ fay yes. 


Soon after one morning we fat in the grove, 


| He prets'd my hand hard, and his ighs breath'd his 


love : 


Then tenderly afk'd if I'd grant wi A kiſs: 


i debgn'd to've ſaid no, but miſtook and ſaid yes. 


At this, with delight, his heart EE in his 
breaſt ; 
Ye gods! he cry'd, Cloe will now make me bleſt; 4 
Come let's to the church and ſhare conjugal bliſs : 4 
To prevent being teaz'd I was forc'd to ſay yes. | 
. n er 


(160) 


5 1 ne er was ſo 5 d with a word in my lite, 


IS - 1 ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife; 


"Then take ye young damſels my councel in this, 


-- You muſt all die old maids if you will not ſay yes. 


The DISTRESS'D SHEPHERDESS. 


| Have been in ſearch of my ſhepherd all Oer, 
But am much afraid I ſhall ſee him no more; 


Through foreſts, through defarts, through woods | 
] have been. {green. 
O'er hills, dales, and mountains both barren and 


When we were together then al] things were gay, 
In aufic and pleaſure we paſs' d all the day; 

But now a dull aſpect appears on the plain, 

For I am tranſported from pleaſure to pain. 


He told me he lov'd me, too ſoon I believ'd. 

No thought had I then I ſhould thus be deceiv * 

Too ſoon I conſented to grant his demands, 
Nor could I retuſe his mott earneſt commands. 


] oncg was determin'd to die an old maid, _ 
He woo'd me ſo cloſely my heart he berray'd ; 


He hugg'd me, he kiſs'd me, (I ſwear this is true) | 


And did | know what then he bid me adieu. 


The HAWTHORN. 


W E wp that 1 lov'd was as bonoy and 
| And as ſweet as he blofſoming Hawthorn in May ; 33 


Her temper was ſmcoih as the down on the dove, 
And her kace was as fair as the mother” s of love. 
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Brif: Jobn was coming from his plough, 


| | Young Cupid from bis mother” 5 knee, 


O0 on and proſper, John (ſays he) 


| 850 taintly cry'd, ** 1 feel love's ſinart,” 


( 161 ) 

Tho" mild as the pleaſanteſt zephyr that ſheds 
And receives gentle odours, from violet beds, 
Yet warm in affection, as Phœbus at noon, 
And as chaſte as the filver-white beams of the Moon. 


Her mind was unfullied as new fallen ſnow, 
Yet as lively as tints of young Iris's bow : 

As clear as the tpring, as deep as the flood; _ 
She tho witty was wiſe, and tho beautiful, good. 


The ſweets that each virtue or grace had in ſtore 
She culb'd as the bee does the bloom of each flower ; . 
Which treafur'd for me, O how happy was [! 
For tho' her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy. 


40H N and N E L L 
Sung by Mr. Green. 


| As Nell for underneath her ow, 
Upon a cock of hay ; 


And chanc'd to paſs that way: _. 
Like light'ning to the maid he flew, 
And by the hand he ſqueez d her:: | 
Pray john the cry'd be quiet—do, 
Aud trown'd becauſe he teaz'd her. 


Obtery'd her female pride: 


And ] will be thy guide; 
Then atm'd at Nelly S breaſt a dart, 
From pride it ſoon releas'd her: 


And 6zh'd - becauſe it eas d her. 
7 3 


I : 
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7 Job laid himſelf down by her fide, 
And ſtole a kiſs or two ; 
And flatt” i(y's charms he alſo try'd, 
Till ſhe the kinder grew : 
The poiſon ſoon began to ſpread, 
And in the nick he feiz d her: 


Ihen {mil 1 — becauſe t it PIERS d her, 


> The COMPARISON. 


7 Written by a young Lad y. 
8 E E, Myra, ſee the lilly far, 
The biuſhing roſe juſt newly blown ; 
Then view thy lovely face, and there 
You'll find thoſe beauties all your own 
Bot ah ! how ſoon their colours fade, 
And all theit fragrant ſweets decay: 
So will your charms, my beauteous ud. 
For blooming youth ſoon fades away. 
Wich virtue then adorn thy mind, 
That beauty, time can ne er deface ; 
In that unfading charms you'll find, 
When robb'd of every other grace. 


On a L A D Y ſtung by a Be xu. 
S Cælia in her garden ſtray'd, | 
Secure, nor dreamt of bm 


8 bee approach d the lovely maid, 
„ od reſted on ber arm. 


She trembling, bluſh'd, and hung her head. 


"The 
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T he curious inſect thither flew, 
To taſte the tempting bloom; 


Nut, with a thouſand ſweets 1 n view, 


It felt a ſudden doom 


Ber nimble hand of life bereav'd 
The daring little thing: 


put ficſt the ſnowy arm n1eceiv'd, 


| And felt the painful fling. 


| Once only cou'd that ſting e 


Once be injurious found; 
Not fo the darts of Czlia's eyes, 
'T hey never ceaſe to wound. 5 


„ Ob! wou'd the ſhort-liv'd burning ſwart 


The nymph to pity move; 


And teach her to regard the heart 


She fires with endleſs love! 


The M A N to wy M 1 N D. 


-INCT wediock's in vogue, and ſtale virgins | 
. 5. gdeſpis d, | 

s all batchelors greeting, theſe lines are premis q: 
ma maid that wou'd marry ah! cou'd | but find 
{i care not for fortune) a man to my mind. 


Wos the fair weather fop, fond of faſhion and dreſs; 


Jot the 'fquire that can reliſh no Joys but the chace, 


Net the free: thinking rake whom no morats can 
bind; 


. 


Nt ;the r this, tha, nor t'other's the man to my mind: 2 
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Not the ruby- -fac'd fot, who topes world withou! 


end; | 

| Nor the drone that can't reliſn his bottle and friend; 

Nor the fool that's too fond, nor che churl that's 
unkind : 


Neither this, that, nor ker s the man to my mind. 


Not the rich with full bags, without . or 
merit; 

Nor the flaſh 600 all fury, e any ſpirit > 

Nor the fine matter fribble, the ſcorn of mankind : 

Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind. 


But the youth whom good tenſe and good nature 
_ inſpire; | 
Whom the brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhou'd 


| In whoſe hear! love and truth are 8 honour com- 


ae 
This, this, and no other's the man to my wind. 


CHLOE's out of F ASHION. 


| — HO Ge dt of fuſion, = 
| Can bluſh, and be ſiacere 

I's toaſt her in a bumper 

If all the belles were here 

What tho' no di'monds ſparkle 
About her neck and Wait? 
With every ſhining virtue 
'T he lovely maid is grac'd. 


In modeſt plain apparel, 
No patches, paint or airs, 
Jn debt alone to nature, _ 
| An n Angel ſhe appears: 


{adnure ;_ 


From 


172 


The graces all poſſeſſing 


And J, filly I, couli not Welt what tuecy meant. 


: They tick bd my pride, but my heart ſtill was "Fs 


0 165) 
Fi rom gay coquets high finiſh'd 
My Chloe takes no rules ; 
Nor envies all their conqueſts, 

'The hearts of all the tools. 


Who wins her muſt have merit, 
Such merit au her own ; 


She knows not the has one: 
Then grant me, gracious Heavens, 
The gifts you mo« aj'pove, 
And Chloe (charming Chine!) 

Sball bleſs me with her love. 


m. NOVICE ” 
Sung by Miſes t Thenere N-val in 
\ONFIN'D 10 the bene EI the. age of - Gl 
No man bur the clowns of our parith had ſeen; 


rg aunt to r A me. a for al nid maid ; 
And}, filly . ſt I believ'd all ſhe ſaid. 


My aunt e e grave, to the town ftrait f flew, 
And . song oi eack 2 7 5 grew: 
The ſparks waited round me where ever J went, 


"They call me a goddeſs, and ſighing declare 2 
The toaſts of the town, are not like me fo fair; = 
They vow, and they kneel, and my pity invoke : _ 
And 1, ſilly J, ſtill Veiter 'd all they ſpoke, 


Not one of them all was a conqueſt for mezs ĩ 
N 1 „„ 


Kitty's trembling 
Deafreſt Kitty! kind and fait 


(16) 


7 MEL Till young Step ad vanc'd and quickly he taught 
1 What J, filly N till that moment had ſou ght. 


With good breeding and ſenſe bis love he declar'd 
Not like the vain fops who before had appear d; 
His expretlions were ſweet, and ſprung from his 


mind ; 


And J. happy , to my Strephon was join d. 


KI F Tu. Sung by Mr. Lo WE. 


EARES T Kitty! kind and fair! 
Tell me when, and tell me where, 


Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 
When we thus ſhall meet again? 

Where ſhall Strephon fondly ſee 
Beauties only found in thee? _ 


Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play 
Allthe happy live-long day, 
Deareſt Kitty] kind and fair ! 
Tell me when, and tell me where. 
All the happy day, tis true. 


= Bleft, but only then, with you ; 


Nightly Strephon ſighs alone, 
Sighs til Hymen makes us one. 


Tell me then, and eaſe my pain, 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſw ain. 
When the prieſt Ml kindly join 


ro mine ? 


# Tell me when, 1 care not where. 


Sung in the Summer's Tale. 


5 


„ E von 5 ruſtick ſwains, 


Keſting from their daily pains; 
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Look how carcleſsly they're laid 

in the cool and fragrant ſhade. 

What is wealth, 280 fame, and power? 
Fleeting pageants of an hour; 
Bluſh, ambition, bluſh to fee 


Happineſs unknown to thee. 


Soon as Phebus ſtreaks the ſkies, 
Freſh and light as air they rite; 
And when Hiking in the welt, 
Gayly ſing him to his rett. 


| Boaſt not, pride, thy lofty ſlates _ - 
Ah how little are the great! = 


Vretches, amidſt all your cares, 


| Can you find content like theirs ? 


Sung in Thomas and Sally. 


V 7 HEN | way a young one, what girl was as like | 


me ! 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee; 


I rattled, 1 rambled, ] laugh'd, and where ear 
A fiddle was heard —— to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay; 


J was this, Sir — and that Sir- but ſcarce ever nay z 
And fundays dreſs'd out in my filks and my lace, 
| warrant J ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man! 


Well, reſt him. we all are as good as we can; 


| for {traws, 


Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quar 
n ſome cauſe. 


And jealous = tho truly I gave, 


He ſnubb' d me, and huff'd me, bu t, let me alone, 

Egad Pye a tongue, and I paid him his WW n. 

* Ye wives take the hint, and-when ſpoule is untow'rd, _ 

Stand firm to our charter, and bare the 4aſt word. NT 
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I teach that to others, I once did en 


(0168) 


But now Tm quite alter d, the more to my woe; 
I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago: 
This time's a ſore foe, there's no ſhunning his dart 
However, keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting muni- chance; 
I ſtill love a tune, tho' unable to dance; 
And books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 


"Sang in Thomas and Sally. 
LL you who would with to ſucceed with a 
laſs, 
Learn how the affair's to be A . 
For if you ſtand fooliſh, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You'll loſe her, as ſure as a gun. 5 


Wit whining, and ſighing and vows, and ll | 

„„ | 
As far as you pleaſe, you may run; 

She, I hear you, and jeer you, and give you A 9 8 
But jilt you as ſure as a gun. 


| To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, i is fine ! 
But mark you the conſequence, mun; 
The baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. | 


ben be with a maiden bold, frolic, and ſtout, 
And no opportunity ſhun ; 5 
el tell Now. the hates you, and ſwear the! cy 


hes $ a8 ſure a3 a gun. 
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